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Anthea observing her nude 
body in the bathroom mirror with a 
critical eye. She made a face. Yes 
she definitely could loose a few 
pounds round her hips. She took a 
wedge of flesh at her waist 
between finger and thumb. Pinch 
an inch they said. Oh Christ! 

Not that she was flabby, 
nothing like that. At 22 Anthea 
Ryder had what most men would 
consider a magnificent figure. Big, 
firmly jutting boobs and a ripely 
rounded backside and as she was 
also quite tall she didn’t look fat. 
Yes, most men d/d consider it a 
magnificent figure — and some of 
them told her so. That was nice, 
any woman liked that. Anthea 
would smile a coy smile and say 
she was a happily married woman. 
And of course a faithful one. Well 
most of the time she was. 

She made another face and 
pinched the offending _ flesh 
harder, bringing a sharp grimace. 
She wasn’t fit, she had to get fit. 
Or fitter at least. 

That was what she said to 
Gavin a few minutes later in bed, 
now with her shorty nightie on. 
Gavin simply grunted and turned 
her over on her back and pushed 
her legs open and got on top of 
her. “Gavin!” she hissed. Well, 
wasn t there supposed to be some- 
thing called foreplay. Up inside 
her, his mouth at her ear. ‘You're 
fit for this, Anthea Ryder. You're a 
super fuck.’ 

‘Don't always be so crude,’ she 
hissed out. Though actually, 
although she would never admit it, 
Anthea found that sort of talk a bit 
of a turn-on when they did it. She 
thought of Bob Alford at the office. 
Mir Alford. She had let him do it 
three times in all before deciding 
she couldn't stand the strain of an 
office affair. Six months ago. Now 
she’d got over the trauma it was 
another big turn-on thinking about 
it. They had done it one of the 
three times right here, in this bed. 
Anthea groaned. And came. 

Two minutes later lying on her 
back next to Gavin she repeated 
what she had said before. ‘I’ve got 
to get fit,’ Adding, ‘I’m really in 
awful shape. I’m thinking of going 
to one of these places. A gym.’ 

she wasn't going to tell Gavin 
the whole story. She couldn't! 
About Mr Carling the new Head of 
Department at work. A fitness 
fanatic — or madman more like. 





Who today, at lunch time, had 
taken the whole typing pool, all six 
girls, and driven them out to the 
common and made them have a 
race. Take off their shoes and 
stockings or tights and run. A 100 
yards he said it was though it had 
seemed more like 100 miles. 
Yelping and groaning they had 
nonetheless done it. Anthea had 
come in an ignominious last. 

It had been just the most 
humiliating thing, the men at the 
end full of shaming remarks. The 
men who had included Bob Alford, 
second in command after Mr 
Carling, who six months earlier 
Anthea had had that short and 


torrid affair with. 

The race had been bad enough 
but what was worse was that Mr 
Carling was going to have another 
in two weeks time. And he was 
going to time them this time and 
any who failed to make a certain 
grade would be in for some 
unstated but ‘very horrible’ 
penaity. Anthea’s time, he said, 
was certainly way outside the 
standard. He had slapped her 
across her rump. ‘Too much bum, 
I’m afraid. Anthea!’ 

Everyone naturally had 
laughed. Including that rat Mr. 
Alford who that fantastic afternoon 
six months ago had screwed the 


daylights out of her right here, in 
this bed. Anthea’s hand slid over 
to Gavin. That was all in the past 
and fortunately Gavin knew 
nothing about it. This Mr Carling, 
though, and his fitness mania was 
something else. 

Actually it was Bob Alford who 
had come up to Anthea in the 
afternoon, after he and all the 
others had had their laughs at her 
expense. With no one else in the 
office he had tried to put his arm 
round her but Anthea had angrily 
pushed him off. He grinned and 
then said he knew a gym where 
she could go. Achap who could get 
her really fit and then she could 
beat at least a couple of the other 
girls and not fall foul of whatever it 
was Mr Carling was planning. 

Anthea had hesitated, not keen 
about accepting any help from Mr 
Alford. Since she stopped their 
affair he had several times tried to 
start something up again and had 
not seemed best pleased when 
rebuffed. But still — anything to 
avoid a repeat of that humiliation 
on the common. And also Anthea 
could do with getting herself in 
better shape. There were the 
summer holidays coming up and 
you didn’t want to be bulging out 
of your bikini. 

So Anthea had rung this place 
up and got an appointment for 
tomorrow morning; Saturday. She 


told Gavin this but he didn’t seem 
all that interested. He had screwed 
her and now all he wanted was to 
get to sleep. That was typical. 
Mildly annoyed she dug him in the 
ribs. 


It was in the next town, eight 
miles away, a private house in a 
residential area. Mr Kirby his 
name was. Quite a good-looking 
bloke as it turned out: big but fit 
looking. He said ‘Hello, Mrs 
Ryder, yes?’ and led her in, 
through to a room at the back. A 
largish room with. all the 
equipment. He looked at her and 
smiled. Fleetingly Anthea found 
herself wondering what he would 
be like in bed. She coloured 
slightly. 

‘Right, Mrs Ryder, strip off. 
Let’s see the meat, shall we?’ 

The colour in Anthea’s cheeks 
deepened. That was not exactly a 
nice way to refer to an attractive 
woman's body. 

‘Come on, let’s see it.’ His 
voice harder and his_ hand 
suddenly came out and slapped 
Anthea’‘s blue-jeaned flank. ‘Looks 
like your problem is too much 
bum, eh? And those thighs look 
pretty meaty as well.’ 








It was almost as if he was 
trying to be rude and objection- 
able. Anthea felt a reluctance to 
strip off — especially in view of 
what she had on under her jeans 
and top. A very abbrieviated black 
swimsuit. Very revealing and what 
there was of it extremely tight- 
fitting with those extra pounds 
she'd got from somewhere. She 
wasn't sure why she had put it on 
now — except perhaps some vague 
idea of looking glamorous. 

‘Come on!’ Mr Kirby’s voice 
sharp. ‘Show your stuff. Don't 
mess about.’ 

Anthea decided she didn’t like 
him at a// and the thought came 
that Bob Alford might have 
deliberately suggested someone 
unpleasant. She half felt like 
saying she was leaving. Going 
straight out to her car again. 

‘Come on. Or I'll have you over 
my lap and give that bum a good 
walloping.’ 

‘Look!’ she said angrily. 

‘No you look,’ he rasped. ‘Or 
else.’ 

‘Or else what?’ She made it 
sound aggressive but she all at 
once had_a funny feeling in her 
stomach. 

He put his face close to hers. 
‘Or | might tell Mr Ryder a few 
things. Dear wifey having a few 
little fucks on the side. Something 
like that.’ 

Her heart was suddenly 
pounding and she gave a yelp as 
his hand came up and squeezed 
one boob. She struggled away. 
That rat Alford. ‘\...\ don’t know 
what you’re...talking about,’ she 
stuttered weakly. | 

‘Oh no? I’ve got chapter and 
verse on you, my girl, so just you 
do exactly as | say. Now get those 
bloody clothes off. ’ 

Anthea’s hands went to the 
waist of her jeans. Christ! She was 


shivering all over. She sick-making 
thought that this dreadful person 
knew. Gavin would ki// her. 
Divorce her. Probably both. She 
struggled down the tight jeans, 
then sat on the bench to take them 
off. What was she going to do? 

The jeans came on down, 
exposing her flesh. She slipped off 
her high heels and then the jeans. 
This dreadful Kirby telling her to 
put the heels back on. And get 
moving. 

Standing she pulled up the pink 
top, conscious again of the skimpy 
covering underneath. Why had she 
worn this swimsuit? But of course 
she had had no idea there would be 
this awful Kirby, she had vaguely 
imagined some pleasant person, 
perhaps flirtatious, admiring, but 
respectful. Not...She gasped as 
Kirby grabbed her _half-bare 
bottom. 

‘A saucy outfit, Mrs Ryder, Did 
you hope perhaps you might get 
fucked again?’ 





The hand gave her a shove 
towards the work-out bench. ‘Well 
you're not going to get fucked. 
You're going to get that fat bum 
thrashed for starters. And then 
we'll make you sweat as you've 
never sweated before.’ 

Was he some kind of madman? 
It was a nightmare. His hands at 
her, grabbing and_ pinching, 
making her get up on the bench. 
To kneel with her head and arms 
down on the padded top. Her 
skimpily covered bottom up in the 
air. Then his hands at that ripely 
thrust-up rump...were yanking at 
the cut-away suit. Yanking it into 
the cleft of her bottom, to 
completely bare the cheeks. 
Squealing, gasping sounds of 


protest as he did it but there was 
no way Anthea could stop him. Not 
in the position she was in. She 
gasped again as his awful hands 
ran over her now nude bottom. 
Then a gasped ‘Oooofff!’ as the 
first stinging smack came down. 





He just kept on. Slamming his 
hard palm down. His other hand 
holding her firm and making sure 
the elasticated material of her 
swimsuit stayed tight in the cleft of 
her bottom, while his right hand 
kept on. Smack/... ‘Oooouuuwww!’ 
.. Oplat!...“Qoouuuwkkk!’... Each 
flesh-juddering smack punctuated 
by a sharply frantic yelp from 
Anthea. 

All over. Every’ inch of 
Anthea’‘s bountiful bottom and the 
backs of the full thighs, system- 
atically given the treatment. Pale 
flesh rendered bright red. And 
when it had all been covered going 
over it all again. 

It was unbelievable, as if she 
had walked into a nightmare. Her 
bottom, her whole up-ended body, 
writhing, rolling, jerking under the 
Savage assault. Perhaps it was a 
dreadful dream and she would 
wake up and it would then be 
over... 

But of course it wasn’t. When it 
was finally over. Mr Kirby possibly 
at last exhausted by his efforts, 
Anthea was still there. Still in that 
room with the weights’ and 
apparatus with her swimsuit 
yanked humiliatingly up into the 
crack of her bum. Her poor beaten 
bum angrily red and ki/ling her. 
And yes Mr Kirby was there too. 
Telling her in that grating voice to 
get up. 

Could she get up? Would her 
legs support her after that earth- 
shattering ordeal? They didn’t 
want to. Anthea stumbled, holding 
onto the bar weights for support. 

‘How was that?’ asked Mr 
Kirby, his face possibly a little 
pink. ‘A nice littke warm-up? Now 
we get you really going. | want to 
see you drenching in sweat.’ 

High heels off and running on 
the spot until Anthea literally 
collapsed. She collapsed but Mr 
Kirby dragged her to her feet 
again. ‘Come on, we can’t have 
Slacking. That’s not the way to get 
fit.’ 

Deep-knee bends and 
stretches. Toe-touching. Her back, 
the backs of her legs, burning. Up 
on that diabolical bench again, 
now on her back, holding her rump 
up, cycling her legs in the air. 
More muscles, sinews, discovered 
that it seemed had never been 
used before and now forced into 
agonising action. Then running 
again... 

‘!...can't...do...any more...’ 

But in spite of the piteous 
wails, she could do that little bit 
more. When now Mr Kirby 
produced a whippy cane and 
whipped the whippy cane in across 
her arm, her thigh, her bare 
buttocks. 


‘Keep going!’ 


* * * * 


‘How did it go?’ 

Gavin got no answer as Anthea 
ran straight upstairs into the 
bathroom. To lock the door and 
burst into tears. Because it wasn’t 
over of course. Oh no. Right now 
Anthea couldn’t care if she came 
last when Mr Carling made them 
go out on that bloody common 
again, and she cou/dn’‘t care if she 
never got fit. But she didn’t have 
any choice, she had to go back 
there again on Monday after work. 

‘|...don’t...want to,’ she had 
ventured when at the end of that 
shattering session Mr Kirby had 
told her that. He simply grabbed 
her arm and twisted it and rasped. 
‘You be here — or you know 
what'll happen.’ 

So yes, Anthea was going again 
on Monday after work. Although 
the prospect made her want to 
throw up. 

On Monday morning of course 
there was rat-fink Alford sidling 
over to her desk when things were 
quiet, a broad grin on his face. 
Asking innocently, ‘Did you get on 
all right?’ 

‘You bastard!’ she spat. 

He grinned even more. ‘Don't 
be like that, Anthea dear. You 
wanted to get fit and I’m sure Ron 
Kirby’ll do the trick. | bet he had 
you really sweating, eh?’ 

‘You bastard!’ she _ hissed 
again. For two pins she could have 
burst into tears. 

No she had no choice. At 
6 o’ clock she was there, back at 
that house again. Gavin would be 
getting his supper late but that 
was just hard luck. He had 
grumbled of course when she told 
him. Maybe she should have told 
him the whole story. No, maybe 
not, she cou/dn‘t face that. 

So it was Mr Kirby again. This 
time he said just strip down to her 
undies. It was even worse than 
before if that was possible because 
this time instead of spanking her 
he used that cane. Making her 
kneel on the bench as before but 
this time taking her knickers down 
and slicing the cane into her bare 
bottom. 

The pain of that cane...was 
indescribable... 

Two weeks. Mr Kirby made her 
come round every other day for 
two weeks, right up until that next 
outing’ on the common. Each 
session as bad as the last. Mr 
Kirby it seemed trying to ki// her. 
Was Anthea fitter, after all this 
torture? She didn’t feel fitter, she 
simply felt knocked out by it all. 
She must be fitter, though, Anthea 


told herself. Something must have 
come out of all that nightmare. 

On the common again. The 
girls complainingly taking off 
shoes, stockings, tights. The men 
laughing and joking as before. Mr 
Alford laughing, “Watch out for 
Anthea, she’s been doing a lot of 
training.’ 

But so had the other two slower 
girls — tipped off by Alford. And 
so although Anthea was faster she 
still came in some way behind the 
others. Mr Carling with his stop- 
watch announced that her time 
was not good enough. She had 
failed the test. 

Somehow Anthea kept back the 
tears. 

But Mr _  Carling’s ‘very 
horrible’ penalty. Had he just said 
that as a threat? No he hadn’t. The 
next day, after-lunch, he and Bob 
Alford came in to Anthea. She was 
having the afternoon off. They 
going round to Mr Carling’s place. 

A number of other men were 


‘there, some of them from the 


company and also Mr Kirby. All 
with expectant grins on their 
faces. There was also a girl, or 
rather woman, thirtyish, in a track 
Suit. 

‘This is Helga,’ said Mr 
Carling.‘She does a bit of 
wrestling, don’t you, Helga. She‘s 
going to wrestle you, Anthea 
dear.’ 

Helga smiled and took off her 
track suit to reveal a trim but 
muscular shape in a pink leotard. 
Anthea, said Mr Carling, was 
going to wrestle in the nude. 

She screamed _ that she 
wouldn’t, there was no way she 
was going to provide this spectacle 
for these grinning men. Mr 
Carling said quietly, ‘But you wi//, 
Anthea dear. Bob here tells me 
you will.” Bob Alford gave a sickly 
sort of grin. 

They all went outside, into Mr 
Carling’s secluded garden, on the 
lawn. Anthea was made to strip 
off. Everything. Whoops and 
whistles from the men as _ they 
formed a circle around the two 
girls. Before Anthea knew it Helga 
was at her. Helga with her taut 
body and tight features who could 
very easily be a dyke, grabbing 
Anthea and expertly throwing her 
heavily to the ground. 

Anthea with the _ breath 
knocked out of her and Aurting 
from the fall, with grinning Helga 
sitting on her shoulders. Helga 
pulling Anthea’s legs up, forcing 
them wide. Anthea looking up at 
the circle of excited faces, then 
gasping as someone emptied a 
bucket of cold water between her 
spread legs. 

Hoots of manic laughter. 


APPOINTMENTS 
at the 


_VICARAGE _ 


‘Clarissa!’ 

The Reverend Francis Towney 
intoned the word to himself as he 
cycled along the lane back to the 
vicarage. A lovely June afternoon 
made into something superlative by 
thoughts of that quite heavenly 
Clarissa. He tried little extra 
conceits of his own. Clarissima. 
Clarissabel. What a simply stunning 
girl. Attempting for the moment to 
picture the stunning Clarissa with 
her bottom bare the Reverend 
Towney almost failed to negotiate a 
bend in the lane and very nearly 
finished up in the hedge. 

Clarissa Wrangham. Niece at the 
big house, Wrangham Grange. A 
tall, shapely, succulent 17 and there 
since yesterday, for the _ school 
summer holidays. A glorious 10 
weeks. Glorious because he, Francis 
Towney, had been requested by 
Lady Celia Wrangham to do some- 
thing about Clarissa’s history. 
Which apparently was not up to 
scratch. 

‘According to her school report, 
Mr Towney, the gel is making very 
heavy weather of it.’ 

Francis Towney of course had 
read History at Oxford — before his 
priestly studies. How fantastically 
fortunate! ‘I’d be obliged if you keep 
her at it, Mr Towney. Keep the gel’s 
nose down.’ 

Francis Towney would keep her 
nose down all right if he got half a 
chance. Her nose down and _ her 
gorgeous bottom up. He pictured her 
in that position bent over the back of 
his chair. With his trembling hands 
up under her skirts, at whatever 
gorgeous underthings — lacy silk he 
imagined — were to be discovered 
there. Drawing the frothy items 
down and then...Smacking it? Or the 
cane...2 Once again he veered 
perilously close to the luxuriant 
hedgerow. 

But one couldn’t just do it. ‘Look 
here, Clarissa, I’m afraid this work is 
not up to scratch so I’m going to 
have to take your knickers down and 
spank your bottom.’ (or cane it.) No, 
that was not on. She would just fix 
him with those big blue eyes and 
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cuttingly respond. ‘I’m afraid I shall 
have to report this quite improper 
suggestion to my aunt, Mr Towney. 
So boo sucks to you.’ (Or words to 
that effect.) 

No, one would need some sort of 
hold over the divine creature before 
one could seriously contemplate 
putting those mind-boggling 
thoughts into action. And really he 
did need to put them into action. 
Because while imagining Clarissa’s 
bare bottom and picturing himself 
getting to work on it was indeed 
ravishing he would sooner or later 
need to have the reality or he would 
go mad with frustration. So yes, 
some hold, some guilty secret, would 
undoubtedly be needed. 

On the face of it this posed a 
problem. Clarissa did not normally 
reside at the Grange of course, she 
was a stranger to these parts, so 
there would be no local liaisons — no 
horny village youths or an equally 
randy gardener, say, slyly prodding 
the heavenly girl on the quiet. But 
perhaps, thought Francis Towney 
dreamily pushing the pedals, he 
could introduce her to some such 
overheated local youth. And then 
keep a very close eye on them, 
following secretly until nature took 
its course. 

Hmmm. Fancis was not really 
keen on the central theme of this 
ploy, effective though it might be. 
One would very much need to step in 
before nature took its course and 
before the loutish youth (and Francis 
Towney could call to mind one or two 
very likely customers) achieved his 
satisfaction. 

For the thought of such a person 
actually achieving intercourse with 
that divine Clarissa was too much. 
And of course 17-year-old girls could 
be quite as randy as their male 
counterparts and the divine girl in 
spite of those innocent blue eyes 
could conceivably be prepared to 
open wide her stunning (though so 
far only imagined by Francis 
Towney) thighs. Oh_ yes, _ that 
particular ploy would need very 
careful thought before being 
resorted to. But the trouble was the 
Reverend Towney could not think of 
a lot else that was feasible. 

There were other means _ for 
getting control of a pretty young 
person. Shoplifting, for instance, but 
it was highly unlikely that Clarissa 
Wrangham was into that. Francis 
Towney pedalled abstractedly on. 
Shoplifting had done very 
satisfactorily with young Julie 
Parkins. And that young lady should 
be waiting for him at the vicarage 
when, shortly now, he returned. Yes 
Julie Parkins. Not in the same 
league as Clarissa Wrangham but 
nonetheless very nice indeed to be 
going on with. 
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Sixteen year old Julie had been 
apprehended sliding a few knick- 
knacks into her bag in a newsagents- 
cum-stationers in the nearby town. 
The proprietor had got on to her 
parents and they, most distraught, 
had consulted the vicar. An excellent 
and very wise decision. Of course the 
Reverend Towney could help and 
would be only too pleased. Julie was 
a most attractive girl: not in the class 
of something like Miss Wrangham 
but one did not spend one’s life 
merely dreaming about girls like that 
when you could get your hands on 
some very acceptable real live flesh. 

Francis Towney in the privacy of 
his study had applied some not very 


subtle pressure — one could even — 


uncharitably call it blackmail. 
Stressing the enormity of Julie’s 
crime and pointing out the dreadful 
prospects of it were made public. 
But if it was not to be made public 
he, the Reverend Towney, would 
have to deal with Julie quite 
severely. Did she accept this? 

Julie in a real state — she had 
not really meant to lift those items 
etc, etc, — was only too pleased to 
agree. It would also have to be just 
the two of them, went on Francis 
Towney. if she breathed a word to 
anyone then he would spill the whole 
beans. 

Yes, unhappy Julie was agree- 
able to this as well. 

‘Very sensible,’ the _ vicar 
pronounced. And so would _ she 
kindly slip her knickers down and 
then step forward and place herself 
over the Reverend Towney’s lap. 

Well it was better than having 
your shaming act made _ public, 
wasn't it? Over Mr Towney’s lap 
with your skirt up round your waist 
and your knickers down round your 
knees and Mr Towney first of all 
having a good grope at that splendid 
bare bum and them commencing to 
really crack his hand down on it. It 
was not nice, not nice at all, it hurt 
and it was also just plain nasty and 
horrid but it was better than the 
other. 

Julie might have had some vague 
thoughts that that was it; that one 
breath-taking spanking in Mr 
Towney’s study. Unfortunately this 
was not so. She had to come back 
again two evenings later. This time 
Mr Towney had equipped himself 
with a cane. A fearful, long, thin, 
whippy cane that made you feel 
quite sick to look at and made you 
want to turn tail and run. But you 
couldn’t do that. You had to stay and 
take it. On your bare and tender 
bottom. 

Bending over the back of his 
chair with your skirt up and your 
knickers down as before only this 
time...Oh Jesus Christ! The stinging 
splatt of that cane was quite out of 


this world. 

That was some weeks ago but it 
hadn’t stopped. Francis Towney was 
still doing it. Once a week, on 
Saturday afternoons, when 
unhappy Julie was required to come 
to the vicarage for a session of Bible 
study. As she had_ shown that 
unfortunate weakness in the face of 
temptation, Francis Towney told 
Julie’s mother, a regular and 
uplifting session of study was highly 
desirable. The good lady whole- 
heartedly agreed. 

And so this was where the 
unfortunate Julie now had to go on 
her Saturday afternoons. To the 
vicarage. To sit on Mr Towney’s lap 
and have him rub and squeeze her 
quite big tits through her T-shirt or 
blouse (no bra on Mr Towney’s 
instruction). And when Mr Towney’s 
busy hand wasn’t doing that it was 
up under her skirt doing something 
else. But all of this was merely a 
prelude, the preliminaries, for the 
main course — or main courses. 
Spanking Julie’s bottom, and then 
caning it. 

This was what Julie was going to 
get now, shortly, when Francis 
Towney arrived back at the vicarage 
again, it being Saturday today. So 
there was something for the moment 
to take the mind off the divine 
Clarissa. Francis Towney indeed as 
he got nearer to his residence and 
with the scent of the prey, so to 
speak, in his nostrils, quite 
abondoned those heady but 
disturbing thoughts of Miss 
Wrangham and began pedalling 
with a new purpose. No more 
meanderings from one side of the 
lane to the other but propelling 
himself along a firm, straight course 
with energetic thrustings. 

And once home he was equally 
energetic and thrusting, refusing 
even a cup of tea from Mrs Hallom 
his housekeeper as he went straight 
into the study to the waiting Julie, 
closing the door firmly behind him. 
Ah yes! Young Julie and the various 
rotundities of her ripening form were 
like water in the desert. The 
Reverend Francis Towney drank 
eagerly. 

But Clarissa. Comely Clarissa, 
that blushing blue-eyed flower of the 
upper classes. As soon as Julie was 
gone on her sore-bottomed way 
Clarissa’s vision loomed achingly 
again in Francis Towney’s 
susceptible mind. How was he, in 
the course of these history sessions 
with her, to achieve that heart’s 
desire and gain acquaintance with 
those stunning rear quarters? Which 
in Lady Celia’s drawing room, after 
the dream of a girl had been 
introduced (a frank look of the deep 
blue eyes which were then demurely 
lowered), had held him transfixed as 
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she turned and walked out. Clarissa 
had been wearing shorts, quite tight 
ones, and _ poor’ impressionable 
Francis Towney had almost come on 
the spot. 


* 


The Reverend Francis Towney 
was still pondring his problem 24 
hours later. Not calmly or 
dispassionately however for now he 
was actually in the divine presence. 
In his study again but with now 
Clarissa where yesterday Julie had 
been. Clarissa’s first tutorial — the 
French Revolution — on this Sunday 
afternoon. Clarissa’s divine bottom 
seated in an easy chair with Francis 
Towney likewise seated at her side 
and able to breathe in the delicate, 
bewitching scent of those blonde 
locks that heavenly body lightly 
clothed in a pretty summer dress. 

He was supposed of course to be 
thinking of the French Revolution, 
holding forth in a learned manner on 
its various aspects and intricacies. 
So far, though, after half an hour, 
Francis Towney-_ had barely 
mentioned the subject, content to 
engage in idle banter which put no 
pressure on his mental processes 
and enabled his mind to wander 
freely over matters of considerably 
* greater interest to him. 

It was his first real meeting with 
Clarissa and she seemed a bright 
and friendly girl, chatting happily 
on, mostly about school. She did 
really have the deepest, most 
heavenly, blue eyes. And at the front 
of the pink-flowered dress a pair of 
impressive bulges seemingly almost 
as big as Julie who was very well 
developed in that department. 
before, yesterday, Francis Towney 
had not really noticed this, his mind 
so betwitched by Clarissa’s shorts 
and in particular the seat of the 
shorts. 

It was this same region, what she 
was now seated on, that still held 
sway in the Reverend Towney’s 
heated mind and which had been 
primarily responsible for the almost 
continuous erection he had had since 
clarissa’s arrival. To think of it, as 
Julie's had been yesterday...over 
the back of that chair... 

‘Uh...excuse me, Mr Towney.’ 

Clarissa, her cheerful chat for the 
moment stemmed, had a somewhat 
embarrassed look on her face. She 
had also it seemed over the previous 
few minutes been squirming 
somewhat on her chair. Some more 
‘Er's and ‘Uh’s and then _ the 
heavenly girl reluctantly spelled .it 
out. Could she please pay a visit to 
the loo. A flushing, embarrassed 
grin. ‘I don't think I should have had 
that wine at lunch.’ 

Francis Towney grinned himself. 
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‘Of course.’ His erection had become 
even more rampant. He gave her 
directions and watched as_ she 
hurried out, full skirt swaying 
seductively. The Reverend Towney 
gave himself up to heady thoughts of 
Clarissa that short distance away, 
lifting the dress and lowering her 
knickers and then... 

But then his eyes happened to 
alight on  Clarissa’s handbag. 


Innocent and unprotected on his 
desk. There was always the possib- 
ility...that a girl’s handbag might 
contain something incriminating, 
some diary or whatever. Francis 
Towney leapt to his feet and quite 


regardless of the fact that it was 
Sunday and that in any case his 
action was hardly in the best 
traditions of Christian honesty and 
decency he opened it. There was a 
diary. He fished it out, feverishly 
opening its pages. But them 
something else, down there in the 


depths of the blue leather bag. 


Shining somewhat. He reached in 
again... 

A little foil packet. The Reverend 
Towney’s heart, already thudding, 
redoubled its tempo. He was a man 
of the cloth but not a complete 
innocent in wordly matter. By no 
means. And Francis Towney knew 


what he held in his fingers: what 
indeed was inside this little foil 
packet. With trembling hand he put 
it back, and also the diary. Clipped 
the bag shut. Resumed his seat. 

Shortly a flush-faced Clarissa 
returned. She made a face. ‘That 
feels a lot better.’ 

‘Ah yes,’ observed her equally 
flush-faced host, his brain now gone 
into overdrive. Gone entirely now, of 
course, were any lingering thoughts 
of the French Revolution. 

He shortly gave a little grin. 
‘Before we start why don’t we have a 
quick test of your mental alertness. | 
remember a game we used to play in 
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the Scouts. Kim’s Game I think it 
was called. You look at a number of 
objects for a minute and then try to 
remember each one.’ 

The divine Clarissa with now no 
pressing bladder problems seemed 
willing enough to take part in this. 
‘And what shall we use?’ pondered 
the vicar. But not for long as with ‘I 
know!’ he simply grabed Clarissa’s 
handbag, opened it and shook its 
contents onto the desk. There was an 
anguished screech from __ the 
bewitching blonde. She made a 
lunge for the desk — for a certain 
object. Objects in fact for there were 
two of the little packets. But Francis 
Towney grabbed Clarissa (thrilling 
contact!) and held her away. 

Yes indeed. In amongst all the 
rest — diary, lipstick, powder 
compact, pen, pencils, sticking 
plaster, other bits and pieces — two 
foil-covered packets. Clarissa said 
‘Oh Christ.’ The Reverend Towney 
asked, ‘What have we here?’ 

His hand spread the little pile out 
and then picked up the two items. 
‘Jesus Christ!’ gasped Clarissa. 
Which was perhaps going a little too 
far in a vicar’s study on a Sunday 
afternoon but one could understand 
her feelings. Mr Towney § said 
sharply, “Please watch _ that 
language, Miss. And pray tell me 
what we have here.’ 

A rhetorical question naturally. 
What they had there without doubt 
was what are known in the common 
vernacular as ‘rubbers’. Items 
designed to enable a girl to enjoy the 
pleasures of sexual intercourse free 
from fear of . unfortunate after 
effects. Clarissa, bright red with 
embarrassment, had great difficulty 
finding words after her desperate 
call to the Almighty. Francis 
Towney, looking thoughtful, 
pocketed the items in question. 


‘I feel sure your dear aunt would 
be most interested to know you are 
in possession of these things.’ 

‘| haven’t used them!’ blurted 
Clarissa, finding her tongue now. ‘I 
mean I’ve never, uh, done it.’ 

She went on to claim that a girl at 
school had a supply and she had 
given them out to _ favoured 
acquaintances just in case. Francis 
Towney, face stern, repeated what 
he had said about Aunt Celia. 

No! You can’t! I mean, well, she 
wouldn’t understand.’ 

Reverend Towney said he was 
quite sure Aunt Celia would not 
understand. He was feeling quite 
light-headed. It was difficult to 
believe that suddenly, from _ no- 
where, the problem he had been 
battling with was solved. He had the 
gorgeous girl in his power now. He 
could do it. He could do it now, this 
very afternoon. 

He began a pompous spiel about 
standards and modern youth and 
suchlike. Aunt Celia should be told 
and if she was to be then it was his 
duty to deal out a little reminder so 
that Clarissa would realise the very 
serious error of her ways. It was all 
very reminiscent of that interview 
with Julie Parkins. And naturally the 
little reminder would be the same 
too. 

‘Not — the 
breathed. 

Yes indeed. ‘Oh no! Please!’ she 
wailed. But naturally with what 
Francis Towney now had in his 
pocket pleadings would get her 
precisely nowhere. 

‘Go in that little room next door. 
Take your dress off plus any slip or 
whatever that you may be wearing, 
and then when I ring my bell come 
back in immediately.’ Reverend 
Towney gave a little demonstrative 
tinkle with the hand bell sitting on 


cane!’ Clarissa 


his desk. He rather felt like adding a 
little ceremony to events. And also, 
well, he needed a break. 

After some more quite 
ineffectual pleadings Clarissa went 
out and Francis Towney closed his 
door. It really was almost too much. 
His excitement was at fever pitch. So 
much so that — well, he simply 
couldn’t contain himself. He had to 
release the tension, the heady 
excitement, now. And then...ahh... 
afterwards...ooohhh...he would be 
able...mmmm...fully to enjoy his 
prize. 

Yes. Five minutes later the 
Reverend Towney’s bell gave its 
peremptory tinkle. Francis Towney 
himself now more relaxed though at 
the same time most eager. Just right 
in fact. Clarissa entered. A vision. 
Stripped off and flushing shyly. 
Truly magnificent. A white basque 
and white stockings. Candy-striped 
silk panties. Francis Towney’s 
excitement immediately took off 
again in spite of that very recent 
relief. 

Controlling his emotions as best 
he could he told her to go and fetch 
his cane, from the cupboard. And 
then to please lower those knickers. 
Oh Dear Lord! And after that to bend 
herself over the back of the chair. Oh 
my! Oh my! Francis Towney’s cane 
twitching in his hand, almost with a 
life of its own. Clarissa’s full bottom 
now trembling over the chair 
back...It was quite beyond words. 

He got into position and got to 
work. His thoughts, though, were 
not completely concentrated. Those 
items in his pocket; weighing heavily 
it seemed, drawing attention to 
themselves. As if eager to be put to 
use. And it did seem to Francis 
Towney that the divine Clarissa 
would have no real option but to 
agree.. 
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THE SMALL 


BACK ROOM 





‘Schafer...she’s the toughest one 
in the whole school. Even though she 
may not look it.’ 

‘Itake your word for it, Head...’ 

‘She’s given endless trouble. 
Some of it rather subtle. Also, she 
certainly does not like academic 
work. Cheeky and rebellious when 
confronted with her faults.’ The 
Head shook his grizzled locks. ‘In 
the end, the Committee decided 
there was only one thing for it. The 
Small Back Room.’ 

Schafer nodded and_ smiled 
faintly. And briefly. ‘Age?’ he 
enquired. 

‘That’s the problem. Why we had 
to act. She’s coming up to 18 now. 
Soon we'd have no more control.’ 


‘Quite so, Head,’ nodded 
Schafer. ‘And you have all the 
necessary agreements. And 
dispensations?’ 

‘Oh naturally. We wouldn't 
proceed without them. In 


confidence, I should tell you that this 
course of action has been urged upon 
us. It is positively approved.’ The 
Head nodded with something like 
satisfaction. “Sometimes they truly 
understand,’ he said. ‘In this case it 
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is not parents but a Guardian. Very 
influential, | understand. You are at 
liberty to proceed.’ 

‘Thank you, Head,’ Schafer 
looked momentarily solemn. ‘I shall 
do what I think is necessary,’ he 
said. ‘Correct past faults. Try and 
ensure a considerable improvement 
in future behaviour. I shall do no 
more than is necessary.’ 

‘Good...good...’ Again _ the 
grizzled head nodded. ‘We all know 
we can rely on you. To get results, | 
mean.’ 

‘Thank you, Head. Would you 
say the girl is arrogant?’ 

‘Mmm...yes...to some _ extent. 
More likely, I would say she is 
stubborn. Resents authority...’ 

‘Aaahh...’ Schafer drew in .a 
deep breath. ‘That is a fault most 
deservedly which needs to be over- 
come.’ He smiled briefly again. ‘Her 
name?’ 

‘She is known as Mena. A 
contraction of Philomena. Her 
education will be in your charge for 
the next seven days. At the end of 
that time, we will assess results... 
and report accordingly. The 
Guardian will be fully informed.’ 


Schafer nodded with satisfaction. 
Everything seemed to have been 
well set up. Now it only remained for 
him to carry out his job. It was not 
one which was exactly displeasing to 
him. Often he had wondered why the 
Head did not carry out such duties 
personally. Perhaps he preferred to 
live vicariously. Perhaps he was 
frightened he might go too far. 
There was no question of that in 
Schafer’s case. 

He was always fully in control. 


* * * * 


Her brown hair was fastened in a 
pony-tail by a pale blue ribbon. She 
wore the conventional school 
uniform of white blouse and red tie, 
dark blue gym slip, calf-length white 
socks and low-heeled black patent 
shoes. Her demeanor was solemn 
as she stood in the Small Back Room. 
Quite alone. Waiting in trepidation. 
She had heard of the Room. There 
were whispers about the place, but 
never fully confirmed. Now she was 
there. Perhaps she deserved to be, 
she had to admit, because of late, 
her behaviour had been rather 


outrageous. Deliberately so. How 
she loathed the place! Still, it 
wouldn’t be long now. Soon it would 
be time for her to leave...and, in a 
free world, she could defy her 
Guardian. But not yet. Still she had 
to admit and endure to a ridiculous 


regime and the horrors’ of 
unnecessary discipline. 

She must try and be patient. It 
would not be long now. Five bleak 
years had passed and soon the sun 
would be rising. Meanwhile, she had 
been consigned to that secret place. 
The one which was whispered about. 
Mena knew instictively it had been 
done in order to break her rebellious 
spirit. She determined they would 
not succeed. 

Nevertheless, she knew that 
would not be easy. In any event, her 
sheer isolation frightened her. 


When, at long last, he finally 
came into the Room, his appearance 
startled her. He was so casually 
dressed; shirt, sweater and slacks, 
like a games’ master off duty. Mena 
had been expecting far more 
formality. In a way, it encouraged 
her. The man looked human and 
susceptible to persuasion; of one sort 
or another. 

‘Be seated, Mena.’ His voice was 
relaxed, yet firm. She sat on the 
small wooden chair in front of the 
small wooden desk. Most uncomfort- 
able. It made her feel more like 7 
than 17. Almost 18. ‘You know why 
you are here?’ 

TP think So...’ 

‘You address me as ‘sir’, Mena. 
It is because you have contravened 
the School Codes, defied our Rules. 
In short, you have become beyond 


control. Persuasion has been tried, 
to no avail. Now you have arrived at 
the ultimate in the school, where 
Correction takes the place of 
Persuasion. Perhaps you have heard 
of the Small Back Room?’ 

‘S-something...sir. But I did not 
quite understand. Believe it, either.’ 

‘It 1s, however, a reality,’ said 
Schafer. He liked the look of this 
girl. Not simply physically; she had 
obvious strength and _ character. 
Attributes which had led her into 
trouble. ‘This short, sharp course 
has been agreed by all concerned. 
Those in charge of your welfare 
believe it will be beneficial to you. 
You may not agree, but I am sure 
you will benefit in the long run. Do 
you understand a little of what I am 
saying?’ 

‘Not...n-not much sir...’ 





‘Basically, I am telling you, 
Mena, that, for the next seven days 
you will be working under strict 
disciplinary conditions. During this 
time, you will not just be simply 
rebuked for failures, you will be 
punished for them. Physically 
punished. Not to put too fine a point 
on it, you will be spanked.’ He 
paused. ‘Or caned.’ He saw the girl 
shudder convulsively. It was the 
normal first reaction. The dark 
brown eyes widened fearfully. The 
whispers of possibility which she had 
heard were becoming a loud chant of 
reality. It could not have been 
pleasant for her. 

‘It is not right that you should do 
this to me.’ Her voice had a clear, 
bell-like tone. She showed little fear, 
though she must have felt it. Schafer 
felt a grudging admiration. This was 
his favourite type. He had dealt with 
a few like this before. 

‘You are not of an age to judge 
what is right or wrong,’ he said. 
‘You are in an age of learning to 
conform and behave. It may be 
against your nature, nevertheless 
you have to submit to it.’ Dark eyes 
looked at him sullenly. The Head 
had said she was stubborn; he could 
see it in those eyes. ‘Your lessons 
will be similar; it is the discipline 
which will be different. Rebellion 
will only make matters worse, Mena. 
Remember that.’ He saw her look 
even more sullen. 

And inwardly rejoiced. 


* * * * 


Within the hour, Mena was 
getting her first caning. 

Schafer had intended to start 
with a spanking if there was any 
backsliding as far as lessons were 
concerned, but Mena’s’~ maths 
paper was so atrocious it left him 
little option. Frankly, he was of the 
opinion that the girl had deliberately 
not tried. Was defying him. That, in 
the Small Back Room, a girl did not 
do — and get away with it. 

‘You can behave — take your 
punishment, that is — or not 
behave, Mena,’ he stated. Always 
best to be firm at the outset. ‘Jn any 
event, you will get it. But, of course, 
if you misbehave, you will find it 
more unpleasant. You understand 
me?’ 

‘Yes...1 understand you, sir.’ 
Sulky. ‘lll behave.’ Defiant. Well, 
the girl would learn. Schafer liked 
her attitude. Her spirit. 

‘Good,’ he almost sighed. ‘Well 
then, Mena, you will kneel on this 
chair and bend over your desk. You 
will raise your skirt; then I shall give 
you six strokes of the cane.’ He saw 
her flinch once more. ‘I may tell you, 
girl, that six strokes is the minimum 
I. give.’ He had decided, at this 
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stage, he would allow the girl to 
retain her knickers. Bare bottoms 
would come later. He noted she 
looked surprisingly calm and 
resolute as she mounted the chair, 
knelt, then bent over her small 
school desk. He pulled up the gym 
slip high, around her waist, to 
expose a sexy little pair of briefs. 
White with red polka-dot spots. He 
had the feeling they contravened 
school regulations, but said nothing. 
Mena said nothing either; she was 
quite extraordinarily complaisant, 
torso flat down on the desk. Perhaps 
breathing a little faster. He sensed 
her defiance; sensed her almost 


challenging him. Well, she was that , 


kind of girl. That was why she had 
been sent to the Small Back Room. 

Schafer picked up the cane. It 
was hook-handled, of average 
weight. Even average could be most 
painful if seriously applied. He 
intended to go fairly easily at this 
early stage. If the girl did not start 
conforming — and improving — she 
would soon know what a really sound 
caning felt like! 

‘I should hold on to the desk 
legs,’ advised Schafer. She did so. ‘I 
don’t want any interference with this 
caning. It could well add to it.’ She 
said nothing but he could hear her 
breathing faster. Has she ever been 
punished before, he wondered. He 
had to admit she was showing 
remarkable composure. Nicely 
rounded bottom. He looked forward 
to the time when he would have 
those knickers down. Still, one thing 
at a time. 

Shafer laid on a good hard cut. 
Nothing excessive, but hard enough 
to hurt a lot. All he got was a taut 
gasp and a swift shimmying of that 
well-made, young bottom. He was 
impressed. Not only defiant, but 
tough. 

The second. No harder. He was 
going to play this one straight down 
the middle. Not going to break her 
too early. No point in that; especially 
when you’d got a stubborn one. 
Again she gasped; again that bottom 
reacted quite enchantingly. Perhaps 
I ought to have had those knickers 
down after all, thought Schafer. Ah 
well, later. 

Number three cracked down with 
a delicious sound. The gasp was 
louder; more _ high-pitched. He 
sensed her determination not to cry 
out. Not to give way. Not to submit. 
Ah well, all in good time. He loved 
them when they were like this. 
Determined to be defiant. The point 
was, they could be. But only to a 
certain extent. No girl could with- 
stand the treatment he was in a 
position to mete out. Not in the end. 
It was that ultimate power that 
Schafer enjoyed; meanwhile he was 
in no hurry to use it. All he wanted to 


do was watch her striving to resit 
him. Oh so bravely! 

Number four had her squirming 
almost off the desk; whinnying 
between clenched’ teeth. Ah 
yes...that one had been a little 
harder. But it had not, by any 
means, broken the girl’s resolution. 
Excellent. She was already proving 
most worthy material. 

Ssswwwweeeeppppttttt! Number 
five covered both buttock cheeks and 
curled around one flank. It was a 
cane both long and whippy. The 
whinny of pain was higher...oh yes, 
definitely higher. The girl was 
having to fight. She had a lot of 
spirit. No doubt about that. 

Deliberately, Schafer did not lay 
on the sixth any harder...which is 
quite customary, with many, when 
the last stroke is being applied. If 
anything, he was slightly gentler. In 
a way, it was a compliment to the 
girl’s fortitude. 

‘You may get off the chair, 
Mena,’ he said, ‘and we will proceed 
with your lessons.’ He noted that the 
girl was not crying, though her eyes 
were moist. Nor was she sobbing 
though she was breathing rather 
fast. His admiration increased. So 
did his anticipation of the pleasures 
of the weak to come. ‘Sit down, 
Mena.’ 

The girl sat back at her desk. 
Carefully. Another gasp came, but 
no more. A look of resolution and 
defiance remained. She thinks she is 
winning, reflected Schafer. Poor 
sweet thing; she has a lot to learn. 
No one, ultimately, could defy the 
Small Back Room. That was why it 
was there. 

‘Are you ready to concentrate 
your mind on German translation?’ 
He was stern and uncompromising. 

‘It...ahhh...it’s not my _ b-best 
subject...sir.... came a quavering 
answer. 

‘All the more reason for proceed- 
ing with it,’ said Schafer, with a 
sudden, lopsided twist to his mouth. 

Deliberately, Schafer set a pretty 
severe test...then left the room for 
half an hour. There was little doubt 
further chastisement would be 
required, for he had heard from the 
Head the girl had not been concen- 
trating her mind on her work for 
months. 

When he returned, it was at once 
evident his surmise had _ been 
correct. The translation was only half 
done and there were many errors. 
‘Disgraceful work for a girl of your 
age,’ he said severely. ‘No wonder 
you were sent to me here. It is 
obvious you have been slacking 
abominably.’ 

She was beginning to _ look 
apprehensive. Wondering how much 
more of the cane she could stand, he 
thought. But, in fact, he was not 
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the desk. ‘Come here,’ he ordered. 
She came apprehensively...and 
he quickly hauled her across his 
thighs. ‘O-ohh...n-no..o00...please!’ 
she cried, realising what was going 
to happen. It was_the first time she 
had faltered and that, he well 
understood as he tugged down her 
briefs was on account of the 
immodesty of what was happening. 
‘No...no!’ How tightly she pressed 
her thighs together! — 
‘Since you do the work of a 12-year- 
old,’ said Schafer, ‘I shall treat you 
like one.’ Then he began to smack 














the girl’s tenderised bottom. Hard! 

She yelled and kicked, twisted 
and turned, bottom bouncing up and 
down as one stinging slap after 
another descended. Yet always she 
managed to keep thighs well pressed 
together. It was surprising, he 
thought, she was making more fuss 
about this spanking than she had 
done about the caning. She did more 
than gasp and whinny. She yelped 
with pain. Mind you, he was really 
walloping her, crashing his palm 
down over where the weals were 
thickest. Yes...no doubt she was 
truly feeling it! 

After some thirty slaps, Schafer 
desisted. It had been a_ sound 
spanking; the kind he usually gave. 
He could never see any point in 
administering a dozen or so slaps. 
They didn’t start hurting properly 
until after that first dozen. And the 
third dozen really hurt. He pushed 
her off and she stood snivelling by 
the desk. 

‘Now, Mena,’ he said, wagging 
an admonitory finger, ‘you are going 
to do that exercise again. And do ita 
lot better!’ 

‘Mmmmff...mmff...’ she 
sobbed, head bowed. ‘But...I’m no 
g-good at it...sir...’ 

‘Too bad,’ said Schafer. Again he 
left the room. Though she had said 
she was no good at it, he reckoned 
that, this time, she’d make a far 
better fist of it. 

Half an hour later, Schafer was 
again proved right. The work was 
not only not finished, but there were 
fewer errors too. A _ considerable 
improvement, even if not top quality 
work. He nodded with satisfaction. 
Proof once again, he said to himself, 
of how a tender behind can be a 
potent stimulus to effort. Justifi- 
cation yet again for using the Small 
Back Room. 

There was, however, something 
which was not in order. ‘Did I tell 
you to pull your knickers up, Mena?’ 
he asked. 

‘N-no...sir...] just thought...’ she 
began. 

‘In this Room,’ he said, ‘a girl 
does not pull up her knickers till she 
is told to do so. Take them down 
again!’ 

‘Oh...sir!’ So plaintive. She was 
flushing. 

‘Come along...do as I say!’ 
Hesitantly, the little briefs were 
pushed down again. It was a piece of 
humiliating discipline Schafer often 
employed. ‘Now we can proceed, 
Mena. Go to the blackboard and take 
a piece of chalk. You are going to 
have a Spelling Examination.’ .He 
picked up the cane and showed it to 
her, seeing her flinch. The thought 
of that on an even more tender 
bottom must have been most 
unpleasant. ‘I shall be standing 


behind you with this in my hand,’ he 
said. ‘Every time you make a 
mistake, I shall lay it across your 
bare backside.’ 

She gasped, eyes widening. 
‘E-every  t-time?’ She looked 
terrified. 

‘Every time. It’s the surest way I 
know of making a girl concentrate. 
And that, Mena, is something you 


have not been doing lately. Right, 


turn and face the blackboard.’ What 
a lovely colour that bottom was, he 
thought. Rosy all over from his slaps 
and decorated with horizontal stripes 
of a deeper hue. First word is dred- 
gatory...’ She got it right. ‘Second 
word is parallel...” The girl paused 
before starting. Halfway through the 
word her nates contracted 
apprehensively. Was she right or 
wrong? Schafer smiled faintly. She 
was wrong. As so many of them did, 
she put one L in the middle and two 
at the end. He gave her a wristy cut. 
Not too hard, but not too gentle. She 
squealed and dropped the chalk. Her 
earlier fortitude seemed to have 
deserted her. Defying him was 
losing its importance; whereas 
avoiding pain was gaining. He 
nodded in_ satisfaction. It was 
another of the lessons a girl learned 
in that Room. ‘Third word is 
punctuate...’ She got it right. And 
the next word. Then the next. That 
freshly raised stripe was obviously 
doing some good work in her brain 
cells! The sixth word, by no means 
easy, earned Mena a second cut. 
Gasping out breathlessly, she 
squirmed almost to her knees, but 
did not drop the chalk. 

Unhurriedly, Schafer gave her 
twenty four words to spell out, 
gradually making them more and 
more difficult. In all the girl earned 
herself eight cuts of the cane and, 
towards the end, her nates were 
constantly contracting and quivering 
with dread and she was sobbing 
incessantly. 

It had been a severe lesson, but 
typical of those given in the Small 
Back Room. At the end of it, Schafer 
gave the girl a good lecturing about 
her future work and _ behaviour. 
‘Remember, you going to be here for 
a whole week.’ That produced a 
flood of tears. ‘Now, he said, ‘you 
can stay here for another hour...and 
think about all that has happened. 
And how hard you are going to try 
and be a much better girl in future. 
Got it?” She nodded and he thought 
he caught sight of just a touch of 
sulkiness again. Ah well, perhaps 
she wasn’t quite defeated yet. So 
much the better! Schafer turned to 
go. ‘Oh, by the way,’ he said 
casually, ‘keep your knickers down 
where they are...’ Then he turned 
and left, locking the door behind 
him. 
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It was the third time she’d come 
to the swimming pool on an after- 
noon that week. Understandable 
since the weather was fine and, 
although the pool was open-air 
the water was heated. 

Baker’s eyes lingered on those 
tautly-rounded nates (though he 
tried not to make his interest seem 
too obvious). She wore, as usual, a 
very thin, white, one-piece bathing 
suit, cut very tight under her crotch. 
Once that suit got wet, it left very 
little to the imagination. It clung like 
a second skin. Though the girl 
wasn’t naked, it was certainly the 
next best thing, reflected Baker. 

Up on her toes on the end of the 
springboard, muscles of calves and 
thighs tensing...then a leap; young, 
rounded bottom curving briefly 
through the air, before it dis- 
appeared in a plunge of spray. 
Nicely executed, thought Baker; 
there was no doubt the girl’s 
swimming abilities were coming on a 
pace. He’d been observing her for a 
couple of years now, and there was 
no doubt she had great potential. 
Once or twice Baker had even given 
her a little advice. Though he was 
only the Safety Officer at the Pool, 
and not an Official Instructor, he 
naturally had to have considerable 
swimming capability and a know- 
ledge of Rescue from Drowning. 

Baker had to admit, of course, his 
interest was not solely in the girl’s 
swimming attributes. That 
deliciously formed young body had 
fascinated him from the very first 
moment that he had set eyes upon 
it. Not that he dare lay a hand on it. 
Instant dismissal; if not criminal 
proceedings. He knew his place and 
he knew he had a cushy job. Who 
wouldn’t mind being paid a good 
screw for lounging about a pool 
watching a lot of nubile youngsters 
frollicking about half naked? Mark 
you, he’d had good References 
because he’d done Cadet Training in 
the Army, then Youth Training later 
on. His record was impeccable. 

Yet, all the time, the yearning 
was there. 

It was delightful to watch; to 
fantasise. But was that going to be 
the be all and end all of it? The 
thought left a sour taste in his 
mouth. He watched the girl swim 
lazily towards him as he sat on the 
edge of the pool, dangling his feet in 
the water. 

‘What did you think of that, Mr 
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Baker?’ 

‘Think of what, Bridget?’ 

‘The dive I just did...’ 

‘Ok.....sorry, I wasn’t watching. ’ 
Liar! Your eyes were hot upon that 
tight little arse! 

‘Then I'll do another for you.’ 
Brown eyes sparkled, brown hair 
trailed seaweed like in the water. 
She moved easily, using a slow 
crawl, that bottom just above the 
surface. 

‘Thank you, Bridget.’ Now he 
had been given permission to watch; 
now he could not be accused of over- 
interest. She pulled herself up over 
the edge of the Pool, round bottom 
thrusting, skin glistening wet. Then 
lithely she pranced along the spring- 
board, apple-round breasts bouncing 
under the thinnest of covering. She’s 
not a child any more, Baker said to 
himself, though she might still think 
like one. 

Once more she sprang high, half- 
moon buttocks curving. Poetry in 
motion. Then...plunge...and she 
was gone. The brown head of hair 
came up, was shaken. 

‘Well, Mr Baker?’ 

‘Very good, Bridget. Very good 
indeed.” There was no lack of 
sincerity in Baker’s commendation. 
The yearning deep down intensified; 
but there was nothing he could do 
about it. 

Baker was not, of course, allowed 
into the Girls’ Changing Rooms. 
Not, that is, until the pool was 
officially closed — when he might 
have a little clearing up to do. How- 
ever, being a man of some resource 
— motivated by intense inner drives 
— he had, long ago, contrived a 
means of peering into those Rooms. 
The peep-hole he had prepared was 
well concealed within shubbery up 
against a wall. It was by no means 
entirely satisfactory since it gave 
him a very limited field of vision. 
However, from time to time, he had 
been able to observe some quite 
interesting, intimate details. 
Unfortunately, those under obser- 
vation were not always the ones he 
would have preferred. Still, one 
shouldn’t complain too much; it was 
an added perk to the job. 

We _ watched Bridget move, 
lithely hip-swinging towards the 
Changing room. White flesh 
glistening wet. He removed his feet 
from the water and strolled a couple 
of times around the pool before 
disappearing into the cubby-hole 


In At The Deep End 


from where he issued tickets. Then, 
through a side door, he slipped away 
to his peep-hole. He might be in 
luck. 

Baker was. On two counts. 

Bridget, having removed her 
swimsuit, had nothing but a towel 
slung around her shoulders. Her 
young nakedness passed this way 
and that as she moved argund the 
changing room. That was fabeinadling 
enough but even more so was the 
fact that she was pilfering from 
handbags and holdalls left lying 
around. Sometimes just small 
change; then he distinctly saw a ten- 
pound note being screwed up into 
her hand. 

He was both surprised and 
excited. How innocent the girl 
seemed! Yet, here she was, 
deliberately thieving. He _ could 
hardly believe it. His excitement 
rose from the léverage his know- 
ledge now gave him. He darted away 
from the shubbery and back into his 
cubby-hole. More’ kids were 
arriving, transistors loud, and 
numbly he issued tickets. Then 
Bridget appeared...hair sleek, 
features Madonna like. She gave 
him a wide young smile. 

‘Bye Mr Baker...’ 

‘Er...just a moment, Bridget. 


‘Oh yes, Mr Baker?’ Innocence, 
innocence! But only on the surface. 
The girl was a thief. 

He looked as solemn as he could. 
‘I am afraid I have become aware of 
your light fingered activities, 
Bridget,’ he said, seeing the pale 
cheeks colour instantly. 

‘[...1...don’t know what you’re 
talking about.’ Light brown eyes 
darting this way and that. Scared. 

Baker shook his head. ‘I think 
you do, Bridget,’ he said. ‘Stealing 
is a criminal offence.’ The colour in 
those cheeks deepened; lips 
quivered. ‘And it is not only what 
I’ve seen. It’s all on video. The 
Council had one secretly installed 
early in the year.’ 

‘Ohh...nooo...no!’ Hands 
covered a crumpling face, tears 
spouted. Then she was looking at 
him wide-eyed, desperate. ‘I'll put it 
all back...now...I will!’ 

‘Too late for that, Bridget,’ said 
Baker as casually as he could. ‘What 
you will do though, Bridget, is come 
back here after the pool is closed. 
Come at 7.15 sharp.’ 

‘B-but...but I’ve got a date... 
can’t...I m-mean...’ 


‘Bridget,’ he said easily, feeling 
a mounting increase of confidence, ‘I 
would sincerely advise you to break 
that date. Just be here.’ 

‘But...but...why...1 mean... 
wh-what...’ She was trying to look 
defiant but only succeeded in looking 
flustered. 

‘Because,’ said Baker, ‘we may 
be able to sort out this mess you’ve 
got yourself into.’ 

‘O-oh...I see...’ Did she look 
thankful; was there hope in those 
glistening brown eyes? ‘Well, 
maybe...that might be best...’ 

‘Be here at 7.15 sharp,’ said 
Baker, turning away to rip off 
another couple of 50p tickets. He 
watched Bridget’s jean-clad rear 
disappear through the door, then 
seductively swing its way up the 
pathway towards the pool exit. | 

The situation was, he said to 
himself, interesting. 

He wasn’t by any means 
confident. There was no video, just 
his word. On the other hand, kids 
would know they’d lost money. Still 
nothing could be proved against 
Bridget. He could only hope she was 
scared enough. 

As it turned out, it seemed she 
was. . 

At about twenty past seven, she 
came slowly up the pathway, still 
blue-jeaned, apple-breasts under a 
T-shirt, brown eyes wide and 
nervous. Baker experienced a quite 
incredible sensation as he saw her; it 
was a glowing of the loins of an 
intensity he could not recall before. 

‘Broke your date then?’ His voice 
was higher-pitched than usual. 

‘Yes...’ she looked sullen and 
resentful. 

‘Sensible girl.’ Baker became 
brisk. ‘This matter is best dealt with 
where you did your thieving. Come 
along.’ He tramped out of the cubby- 
hole and headed to the Girls’ 
Changing Rooms. A glance _ back 
showed him Bridget was following 
— with definite reluctance. Baker 
pushed open the green-painted door, 
then motioned the girl to pass 
through. He even patted her bottom 
as she did so — and he noted she 
skipped hastily away. 

Baker locked the door and saw 
the girl turn swiftly, even wider- 
eyed. ‘...er, what you up to? You've 
no right...’ 

He smiled at her. ‘Bridget,’ he 
said, ‘this business can either be 
settled privately or publicly. Publicly 
means courts...disgrace...maybe 
even a Reform School.’ Happily he 
saw her flinch. He waited a while. 
‘Privately,’ he continued, ‘simply 
means that I smack your bottom.’ A 
recoiling step; a gasp. Baker smiled 
again. ‘You are probably not aware 
of it, young lady, but that was the 
solution arrived at down many a local 
Police Station. Saved a lot of time 


and trouble. Got it all over with there 
and then.’ 

Those apple breasts were 
heaving fast under the T-shirt. Tears 
were near. ‘You don’t mean...mean 
...you would...’ She seemed bereft 
of speech. 

He nodded slowly. ‘Oh _ yes,’ 
Baker said. ‘Me. I may not be a 
policeman, but the principle is the 
same. Take a spanking or take the 
consequences. I don’t think your 
parents would be too pleased to hear 
what you've been up to.’ He saw her 
shy nervously at that and she went 
very pale. There was a long silence, 
during which he could hear her 
breathing fast. It’s still odds against, 
he thought suddenly. How many 
kids of seventeen would... 

‘You mean — really — you'd say 
nothing? If...if I let you?’ she said 
with sudden urgency. 

‘I give you my word.’ Baker’s 
confidence was_ back, his _ loin 
glowing again. ‘Damn it, girl, you’re 
getting off lightly. Kids of your age 
have been spanked for generations 
for this kind of thing. It’s only this 
milk-and-water scene we’re in at the 
moment that thinks there’s some- 
thing wrong with it.’ 

Again she was _ silent; head 
bowed, fingers twisting. ‘Y-you... 
promise... 

‘Of course.’ My God, she’s going 
to let me do it! Exultation flared 
through Baker. He felt sweat start to 
prickle on his body. Must get a grip 
of myself, he warned. Be rational, be 
fair. “Nothing too serious, Bridget, 
but you must be taught a lesson. 
Taught that ‘crime does not pay’. He 
smiled. ‘Best to learn now than later, 
when the consequences could be far 
more serious.’ 

Tears flowed. ‘Mmmnrfff... 
mmmffff...y-yes...] suppose so...’ 

‘There’s a good girl. Well, let’s 
get on with it, shall we?’ 

It took a very long while. to 
persuade Bridget that it was 
essential that she removed her jeans 
prior to being spanked. ‘Look, 
girlie,’ said Baker at one point, ‘over 
the past few years I’ve seen your 
backside as good as naked more 
times than I can count. So what’s the 
matter now?’ It was an interesting 
point, of course, and Baker was well 
aware of the difference. A question 
of intimacy. In the end, the girl saw 
it his way. Frightened, _half- 
resigned, always aware of the 
humiliating public alternative. 
Sobbing, head averted, she unfast- 
ened the jeans and pushed them 
down. Underneath were a tiny pair 
of pale blue briefs. So girlishly 
sweet. And so infinitely exciting! 

‘Over my knees!’ Baker now felt 
fully in command. This delicious, 
nubile youngster he had been gazing 
upon was now no longer something 
distant and impersonal. She was 


here and now! To be dealt with! 


‘Oh please don’t hurt me too 
much...” Baker grunted as_ he 
gripped the girl and pulled her 
across his knees. How light she felt. 
There were those well-known nates, 
but now so much nearer. They were 
quivering under their flimsy cover. 
Tantalising beyond belief! Baker felt 
a fire growing in his belly as he 
gripped a girlish waist tight. Then, 
in a kind of intoxication, he ripped 
the tiny garment clean away. 

The thin cry of shock was quickly 
followed by gasping yelpssof pain as 
Baker began to slap those deliciously 
rounded buttocks which he had so 
often gazed upon from a distance. A 
seventeen year old’s bottom! And he 
was slapping it. Hard...hard...hard! 
It was something he had dreamed 
about for years. Now it was actually 
happening. 

She was. yelling...she was 
bouncing and squirming...she was 
kicking wildly. The whiteness was 
gone. Now she was pink and red all 
over. Both rounded cheeks. Such 
young cheeks; such inviting cheeks. 
Pure delight. 

‘You...naughty...naughty...girl!’ 

Heart pounding, breath rasping, 
Baker smacked and smacked and 
smacked just as hard as she could. 
Nothing he had ever done had 
seemed so enjoyable as this. Not 
even the first joys of sex. No...no... 
smacking a youngster’s bare bottom 
was, without doubt, the most 
delightful thing imaginable! 

Teeth bared, Baker continued to 
bring his burning palm down with all 
the force he could muster. He had 
waited so long for this. So...so long. 
But, apart from that, wasn’t justice 
on his side? Was he not getting a 
youngster out on the path of 
‘Righteousness?’ 

Of course he was! 

Bridget knelt on _ the _ floor, 
sobbing her heart out. She seemed 
to have forgotten that her bottom 
was quite bare...even though, from 
time to time, she ran her hands over 
her scarlet flesh. Happily, Baker 
admired the view, gently rubbing 
the palm which had done such good 
work. 

‘Don't suppose you'll be coming 
swimming for a few days,’ he said. 
‘Not with your bottie in that state.’ 

The girl suddenly seemed to 
realise how exposed she was and 
scrambled around to find her jeans. 
‘I..V1l never come here again!’ she 
half shrieked as she tugged them on. 

Baker shrugged. ‘Pity,’ he said. 
‘Showing such’ promise, too.’ 
Perhaps it was for the best, he 
thought, as he ambled out of the 
Changing Room. She wouldn’t, ever 
again, have been so keen to demon- 
strate her prowess in front of him, as 
she had done so often in the past! 
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Finally out of the frustrations of London’s 
‘traffic and onto the Ml1 the chauffeur 
breathed an almost audible sigh of relief and 
put his foot down. Only almost audible 
because a chauffeur in the Ministry was 
trained to be silent, virtually invisible. 
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Almost a part of the vehicle itself. And in any 
case he was separated from the rear seat by a 
glass partition. The big black Daimler sped 
north. In the soft leather of that capacious 
rear seat Mr Strangeway put his papers away 
with a thoughtful ‘Hmmm’. Then put his 
hand on the thigh of his young (and female) 
companion. 

‘Bloody bumph, Miss Wareham. But Top 
Secret bloody bumph of course. Now then 
where was it you said you were at? St 
Monica’s? And then Newley at Oxford?’ 

The young and female companion said 
‘Yes sir.’ Hilary Wareham was 21 and only 
six months out of Oxford. Six months of basic 
training in the Ministry and now chosen by 
Mr Strangeway as his Personal Assistant. Mr 
Strangeway of course was a Very Important 
Person, and Hilary Wareham in addition to 
having a keen brain was a very personal 
young female. Quite tall, with good breasts 
and a womanly sway to her hips; and thick 
curly auburn hair framing clean attractive 
features. 

Being such an important figure in the 
Ministry Mr Strangeway could naturally pick 
the attractive ones. His hand squeezed the 
thigh. ‘Good school, St Monica’s. Good 
traditions. Plenty of sport. Play any sports, 
Miss Wareham?’ 

Hilary said, ‘Tennis sir. And hockey at 
school, sir. And I like to ski as well.’ Mr 
Strangeway was in his fifties, perhaps 
slightly overweight, a short grey moustache 
adorning his pinkish face. She had only just 
been moved to Mr Strangeway’s office and 
didn’t know him yet. It was all fearfully 
exciting. 

Mr Strangeway said, ‘Tennis, hockey and 
ski-ing eh? Need good strong thighs for all 
that, I should say.’ And as he spoke his hand 
went down to the hem of Hilary’s full grey 
skirt and simply pulled it up. 

They were good strong thighs and very 
attractive ones, in sheer grey nylons, their 
darker rims at mid-thigh tautly fastened with 
the clasps of white suspender straps. Hilary, 


who had gasped when her skirt came up, now 


gave another gasp as Mr Strangeway’s hand 
gripped her nearside bare thigh just above 
the stocking top. 

‘Very lovely, Miss Wareham. I like to see 
good legs on a girl. And a nice firm bottom as 
well. And I rather think you’ve got that too, 
eh?’ 

What could you do, or say? When you 
were still quite new to the Ministry and Mr 
Strangeway was Mr Strangeway, a very, very 
senior person and also your new boss? 
Nothing, was the answer except sweat a little 
bit. And then give a sharp, shrill squeak. 
Because Mr Strangeway’s hand had slid up 
Hilary's warm thighs. Right up, to her 
knickers. Her lacy-edged, white French 
knickers. His fingers burrowing down, 
between the very tops of Hilary’s silky warm 
thighs. 

‘Got a boyfriend, Miss Wareham?’ 

Hilary’s hand had involuntarily come 
across to lightly take hold of Mr 
Strangeway’s hand. What she desperately 
wanted to do was pull the hand away. 
Because the fingers of the hand were, 
incredibly, rubbing along the ultra-sensitive 


lips of that vertical slit. A girl’s very head- 
qua . Rubbing firmly up and down. 
Hilary desperately needed to yank the hand 
away but... 

‘Yessir,’ she gasped weakly. This was 
really.:.quite unbelievable. 

Mr Strangeway’s fingers continued what 
they were doing. ‘I mention it, Miss 
Wareham, because the work we are involved 
with now is very sensitive. Not a word of any- 
thing we are engaged with can be mentioned 
to a single soul. Miss Wareham.’ 

Did that include Mr Strangeway rubbing 
her pussy? Hilary bit her lip. Apart from any- 
thing else a girl by the very nature of things 
was extremely sensitive there. She had to do 
something. Her hand closed more tightly on 
Mr Strangeway’s. ‘Please...sir...1 can’t... 
please don't.’ 

Her voice urgent but low. Because while 
all this unbelievable thing was happening 
they were still speeding up the M1 and the 
chauffeur, Mr Rutter, was there, his black- 
suited back, his cap. On the other side-of that 
class panel but there was an intercom. And 
there were his eyes in the mirror. 

Mr Strangeway consented to remove his 
hand. Hilary silently expelled her breath and 
offered up a little prayer of thanks. She had 
been getting rather, well, hot, down there. 
Hot and juicy, some of the more forward girls 
at school would say. But at school, or indeed 
at university, no one had thought to instruct 
you how to deal with a boss who... 

And coming from a church background, 
her father a country vicar, that didn’t help 
either. Turn the other cheek? Or perhaps 
simply a stiff British upper lip. A variant of 
the ‘lie back and think of England’ that, also 
at school, girls had gigglingly repeated. 
Hilary's fleeting thought of St Monica’s was 
by chance taken up by Mr Strangeway. 

‘Yes, excellent school St Monica’s from 
what I’ve heard. Tell me do they whack 
girls?’ 

What? He couldn’t mean...? A little 
hesitantly, Hilary had now pulled her skirt 
back down. ‘Uh sorry, sir?’ 

‘Whacking, Miss Wareham. Or 
whipping if you prefer. The cane, or a nice 
little strap. Across a girl’s bottom or the 
backs of her thighs. Eh?’ 

Hilary Wareham gave a gasping squeal. 

For if Mr Strangeway’s words were not 
themselves enough to give a girl the shivers 
he had accompanied the ‘eh?’ with a hand, 
that same one, reaching across, as he half 
turned to her, to take a firm grip of a breast. 
Lightly brassiered under Hilary’s crisp white 
blouse and nothing else so that the contact 
between hand and yielding female flesh was 
close and intimate. Mr Strangeway said 
‘Eh?’ again, mounding the breast, hefting its 
weight and firmness as one might test a 
melon for ripeness. 

‘Uh...no...sir.” Hilary’s mind darted 
momentarily out of the cosy but treacherous 
confines of the Daimler’s back seat, back to 
St Monica’s. No there certainly had not been 
anything like that at school. Certainly not any 
whipping of bottoms or thighs. The Head- 
mistress had had a cane but delivered it 
across the palm of a girl’s hand. Hilary had 
had it once, a bit of a rumpus when in the 


sixth form. Three sharp cuts across the open 
palm held tremblingly out. The hot pain had 
been a sickening shock, causing rapid eye 
blinking, and a few minutes later in the 
privacy of the loo, the tears to flood. But no, 
nothing of what Mr Strangeway had so 
frighteningly suggested. 

He gave the full breast another firm 
squeeze, then removed his hand. ‘Good firm 
shape, Miss Wareham. That’s what I like to 
see, must be all that sport, eh?’ 

His bold unquestioning hand first 
between her legs and then at her breast. 
Hilary was feeling just a little shell-shocked. 
There had been no reason to expect any of 
this, none at all. Although there was that girl 
Julie Smilby’s reaction when Hilary had 
excitedly told her of her new posting. When 
She had mentioned Mr Strangeway’s name 
Julie had given a sort of mocking laugh. At 
the time it had seemed odd. 

Mr Strangeway was now _ reaching 
forward to the glass which divided them from 
the chauffeur. Drawing down a blind. ‘I’m 
not sure that fellow Rutter’s had full security 
clearance.’ Mr Strangeway settled back in 
his seat. 

The drawn blind meant that now there 
weren't those eyes which from time to time 
had disconcertingly met Hilary’s in the 
mirror. And also Mr Stangeway did not now 
have his hand on any part of Hilary’s person. 
She shivered. It had been just a little...She 
brushed a lock of auburn hair from a damp 
forehead. It was distinctly warm in the 
Daimler in spite of the fact that she was in 
only blouse and skirt. Hopefully they would 
Soon... 

‘Nothing in the line of corporal 
chastisement at St Monica’s then, eh?’ 

Hilary focussed her mind on this new 
conversational gambit. Oh dear. ‘Uh no, sir.’ 
There was clearly nothing to be gained by 
mentioning the caning across the hand. 

‘Mmmm. ln that. -casea, Mr 
Strangeway’s voice was calm, thoughtful. ‘I 
think we should see how you take it. It’s an 
excellent test of character, I always think. 
And really there’s no time like the present. 
Eh Miss Wareham?’ 

Hilary had no clear idea what he was 
talking about. ‘Pardon sir?’ 

‘T’m not talking about the cane or the 
strap. Not in here; not the space, is there? 
But a good bottom warming is certainly on.’ 
His eyes, rather smail and blue, met 
Hilary’s. ‘I’ve done it a time or two in this 
vehicle.’ 

There didn’t seem to be much doubt now. 
But he couldn't. He just couldn't! 

‘Over my lap,’ Mr Strangeway said. ‘And 
let’s have those knickers down, shall we?’ 

She looked at him, bemused, an idiotic 
half-smile on her face. Mr Strangeway who 
had done this ‘a time or two’ before took her 
arm and pulled her sideways and down. 
Could you indignantly refuse? Or even 
quietly but firmly refuse? Struggle? Had any 
of those other girls tried that? But Mr 
Strangeway was a very, very important 
person. A key man in the Ministry. There 
was no way you could argue with such a 
person. You would simply get kicked out, 
and what would Mummy and Daddy and 


everyone else think of that? Hilary who had 
got that marvellous job in the Ministry has 
now unfortunately been kicked out. Yes after 
only six months. 

No you couldn’t contemplate that so Mr 
Strangeway was not meeting a lot of 
resistance as he got Hilary Wareham fully 
over his lap. And then pulled that full grey 
skirt up again. The white french knickers 
tugged brusquely down. To reveal a bottom 
which was indeed truly splendid. Ripe 
cheeks like full pale moons. Soft but firm 
female flesh. Silky soft to the touch. To Mr 
Strangeway’s touch. 

Touching. Stroking. Squeezing as he had 
squeezed that breast, and the thigh. And 
then, those preliminaries completed to his 
satisfaction, his hand rising and sharply 
falling. Crack! And rising and falling again. 
Juddering the ripe flesh. Flattening it, 
though it immediately sprang back to its 
resiliently rounded shape. The pale flesh 
bearing first one pristine red hand-print... 
then two...three...But very soon _ none 
because the cheeks of Hilary’s bottom were 
being rendered all over an even, glowing, 
rosy red. 

Hilary all the while gasping and 
groaning. Yelping. Cries of pain and shock. 
Extreme shock for it was an experience she 
had never in her wildest dreams, or night- 
mares, contemplated. Perhaps it was a night- 
mare. Because surely Mr Strangeway 
couldn’t...in the Ministry’s Daimler... 
speeding smoothly up the M1... 

In a way it was quite reminiscent of her 
home down in Hampshire. The rectory at 
Little Buncombe. This was a lot bigger of 
course, in extensive grounds surrounded by 
a high wall and impressive gates. But inside, 
apart from the fact that it was a bigger 
house, it did remind Hilary of her home. This 
was where the meeting was to take place, on 
Mr Strangeway’s hush-hush business. 
Frightfully exciting to be actually involved in 
something like this — except that that drive 
up the M1 had left Hilary scarcely able to 
think. 

It was so mind-boggling that she could 
hardly believe it had happened. Over Mr 
Strangeway’s lap in the Daimler and Mr 
Strangeway’s hand smacking her bare 
bottom. There was also that other business 
before. That very intimate groping but you 
could get some of that — ‘feeling up’ girls at 
school called it — from strangers on buses or 
the tube. Perhaps not as bad or as blatant as 
Mr Strangeway had done but, well, the same 
sort of thing. But your bare bottom unmerci- 
fully spanked. That was something quite, 
quite beyond the ken. 

Mr Rutter had taken her bag in for her. A 
quiet seemingly pleasant man. ‘Nice part of 
the country, Miss.’ Hilary had agreed it was. 
Did he know what had happened? Because if 
he was Mr Strangeway’s regular chauffeur 
and Mr Strangeway had done it ‘A time or 
two in this vehicle’? There had been those 
eyes in the mirror before the blind had been 
discreetly drawn. The thought of Mr Rutter 
knowing made her squirm. 

A pleasant little room, cosily furnished 
and looking out over the kitchen garden. 
Hilary forced her mind back to Ministry 
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business: Mr Strangeway’s meeting. She 
had a wash and brushed her hair. She had 
had a quick look at her door and there was a 
lock. It was silly to think things like that 
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A younger man, or younger than Mr 
Strangeway at least, 30 perhaps, in a smark 
dark suit. ‘Hello. Miss Wareham?’ He came 
in. 

A beaming smile. ‘I’m Jeremy Silton, 
Head of Q Division.” So another Very 
Important Person. He shook Hilary’s hand. 
‘I’m afraid there’s been a frightful flap. Bob 
Strangeway’s had to go back to London right 
away. Some sort of awful flap that he’s got to 
deal with.’ 

So where did that leave the meeting? And 
Hilary herself? Was she supposed to go back 
with her boss? Not that the prospect of 
another drive with him right away was 
exactly enticing. She looked nonplussed. 

Mr Silton came close, to squeeze her arm 
in a reassuring manner. ‘No, no, you're to 
stay here. He'll probably be back tomorrow. 
And in the meantime I daresay we can keep 
you busy.’ 

Downstairs Mr Silton got two gin-and- 
tonics and took them into the dining room. 
There were some other people around but it 
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‘Quite new, I believe, Miss Wareham? 
Bob Strangeway’s new girl.’ He grinned. ‘Of 
course he always did know how to pick a 
charming girl.’ as 

Hilary flushed slightly and tried to banish 
thoughts of that desperate car journey from 
her head. Mr Silton couldn't know anything 
about that sort of thing. 

‘I suppose being so new he hasn't had 
time to get you trained yet?’ 

Mr Silton had soft dark eyes and they 
were looking right into Hilary’s. She 
swallowed. A ridiculous thought roaming 
around in her head. ‘Uh, well...’ | 

He was smiling blandly. ‘I understand he 
likes to have a preliminary go at it when he’s 
got a girl in his car with him.’ 

He must mean something else. Hilary 
took a mouthful of her drink and prayed that 
JaKem pater:bal mye) onloidsbbireael vom 

‘Eh Miss Wareham? Knickers down and 
over his lap on the way up by any chance?’ 

WWitcrucmeleltilemolemeyitometbu a@bind(omeeurlo wer! 
mousehole even, that she could crawl into. 

‘Yes, Miss Wareham?’ Her face gave the 
answer. Bright red with eyes that could not 
meet his. 

Mr Silton was smiling. ‘Ah yes. A girl’s 
got to have her training, hasn’t she? And I’m 
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The grounds were kept as they 
had been many years before, before 
the revolution, modelled on those of 
the English leisured classes. Paved 
walks and well-kept lawns,. .a 
summer house protection against the 
sun and rain. For the climate here, 
away from the fiercer winters to the 
north, was not un-English and there 
could be those long rainy days in 
summer. Outside the 
grounds though, it wasn’t England; 
it was Russian forest, with beyond 


that, a collective farm. 


The girl stood by the weathered 
summer house. Teenaged, 17 in fact, 
tallish and shapely in a white dress 
against the rather dull spring day. A 
palely pretty face framed by dark 
curling hair, she also, without too 
much stretch of the imagination 


could have been the daughter of 


some English aristocrat. In _ fact 
Tanya Sergevna Galinova came from 


the town of Yalinsk 50 miles away, 


her father a factory worker. 

She stood, pensive, fingers 
playing abstractedly with her dress. 
Comrade Director Krotkin had been 
called in for the phone, going off 
angrily, annoyed at the interruption. 
He would only be a minute. Tanya 
Sergevna bit her lip. She could feel 
her heart thumping. 

A train ride this morning, 
arriving at the little station to be met 
by the big black car which took her 
the remaining few miles. It was all 
tremendously exciting for Tanya had 
never been anywhere by herself 
before. It had been tremendously 
exciting ever since she had learnt 
that she had been chosen for this 
honour. It was because she was a 
grade A student in all her subjects at 
school of course. That and no doubt 
also the fact that Tanya Galinova was 
a very pretty girl. 

Her friend Olga when Tanya told 
her had giggled and whispered in 
Tanya’s ears, ‘He’ll screw you.’ 

Olga of course was jealous, that 
was why she had said that, using 
that crude word. Tanya going red 
had twisted Olga’s arm behind her 
back until she withdrew the nasty 
things she’d said. Tanya’s mother 
indeed had stressed that it was not 
only an honour but could be very 
valuable to Tanya.Comrade Krotkin 
was Regional Director of Education 
and clearly had great influence; he 
could therefore see that Tanya got a 
place at a prestige university. So it 
behoved Tanya to be on her very 
best and most charming behaviour. 

No, Natalia Galinova did not 
aebbel am Geyestu-Keloms Guele.elemmyce)ricemmvy-tils 
to do what Olga had _ wickedly 
whispered. Because she knew some- 
one who knew someone else whose 
daughter had been to that estate as a 
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Krotkin and the information was that 





he did not want to do that. He was, 
though, a keen disciplinarian. He did 
OU Com hem tiem ae lomer:belom 

Natalia Galinova, kissing her 
CELirodelacsumexecelelonemmelwrileywrbler eam rt-lal 
not been too unhappy about the 
possibility of the cane. That was a 
small price to pay if a girl’s future 
could be secured. She was thinking 
that still, now, queuing outside a 
bread shop in Yalinsk as here on the 
old estate Comrade Krotkin came 
out of the house after his annoying 
je) sey eComer- 31m 

It was annoying because it had 
not been anything of any great 
importance, a matter his office 
should have been able to deal with 
without calling him. He, Oleg 
Ivanovitch Krotkin, would deal with 
certain persons when he got back 
because when a man went off for a 
short and well-earned break he 
expected to be able to relax and 
forget the cares of the office. With a 
little effort Oleg Krotkin dismissed 
the matter from his mind. He must 
not feel annoyed because that would 
spoil his pleasure, his relaxation. 

His pleasure with this delightful 
girl. 

He walked out. A pleasant spring 
afternoon but mild and the sense of 
nature stirring. A marvellous time of 
the year to get away to the estate 
where there were just the house- 
keeper and a couple of gardeners 
plus his chauffeur. In the old days 
probably hundreds of servants here 
o}UimnO) (arms G@ueleatembl coromre)biatie(ommm pits 
one young companion. One at a time 
that was. Had that aristocrat in the 
old days had similar pleasures? 
Peasant girls on the estate? Very 
likely, life did not really change. 

He went to sit on one of the 
canvas chairs. The girl was still 
waiting by the summer house. He 
called her over. Yes, quite 
delightful. A liquid youthful walk. 
Slim but with fullish hips. She came 
close, to stand at his side. Director 
Krotkin slid his hand up her skirt. 
Up the backs of bare thighs to the 
firm swell of her bottom. A bottom 
that was almost bare, the vestigal 
silk garment bisecting rather than 
covering the rounded cheeks. 

Tanya’s breath hissed out. She 
had expected him to do this, though, 
because he had done it already 
before. He had done it as soon as she 
got out of the big black car when she 
arrived. Greeting her with a kiss on 
each cheek and then his hand going 
up her skirt. | 

Tanya had had her own knickers 
on then, and her own dress as well. 
Her own cotton knickers which 
properly covered her bottom, but 
inside the house when the house- 
keeper showed Tanya her room she 
had shown her also what was in a 
drawer. Silk knickers in various 


colours that were all very, very brief. 
OFT Ted obbeveame-bolemmaleyCectitomm tte me: Mm or-btume)d 
white briefs she said they came from 
France. 

‘Nice and sexy, eh Tanya? Are 
you a sexy girl?’ 

And there was also the dress in a 
cupboard. That came from England: 
a beautiful white lawn dress with 
lace embroidery at the neck and 
sleeves. Tanya was to take her own 
clothes off and put the dress and 
knickers on. Nothing else. No petti- 
coat and no bra. Tanya had naturally 
done as she was told though now 
with that thing that Olga had said 
spinning round in her head: He'll 
screw you, Tanya. The housekeeper, 
a middle-aged woman with a round 
smiling face, had said again, “Are 
you a sexy girl, Tanya?’ 

Flushing, Tanya had shaken her 
head. Downstairs of course Comrade 
Director Krotkin_ was waiting. 
Telling her how lovely.she looked. 
Briefly squeezing the bumps that 
Tanya’s firm tits made in the front of 
the thin cotton dress. And then 
sliding his hand up the dress to her 
bottom in those almost non-existent 
knickers. After this second greeting 
he took her out to the garden, but 
almost immediately there was the 
phone call. Now he was back and she 
was at his side and Comrade 
Director Krotkin’s hand was up at 
her bottom again. 

‘The wretched phone, Tanya 
Sergevna. What a _— dreadful 
invention, eh? So, what are we to do 
with this delightful girl, to amuse 
her. Smack her delightful bottom 
would you say?’ 

What could you say to that? 
Tanya smiled weakly. Her mother of 
course had said be-on her very best 
behaviour. Charming and of course 
co-operative. But her mother 
presumably didn’t know about 
Comrade Krotkin’s grabbing hands. 
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Or these knickers. An involuntary 
little squeak as fingers probed 
intimately. 

‘Croquet, Tanya? Have you 
played croquet?’ 

Tanya shook her head. The 
croquet things were at the side, 

Tanya recognised what they were 
but she had never played the game. 
Comrade Krotkin smiled. 

‘Excellent, Tanya Sergevna. I 
shall teach you. As it happens I am 
quite good. We will have a game and 
if you win I shall give you five 
roubles. If I win I shall cane this 
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marvellous bottom. Is that fair?’ he 
laughed. ‘You are not likely to win, 
of course. Unless there is beginner’s 
luck.’ 

Tanya shivered. She saw now 
what she hadn’t noticed before, 
standing with the croquet mallets. A 
cane. He presumably wasn’t joking? 
But at least being caned would not 
be as bad as...as what Olga had said. 

There was no beginner’s luck. 
Tanya got the hang of the game but 
the Comrade Director was playing to 
win. He would ruthlessly knock 
Tanya’s ball away, something that 
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was apparently allowed in the rules. 
Yes, Comrade Krotkin won all right. 

He squeezed her arm as they 
walked back to the chairs. And then 
Comrade Krotkin’s hand was at 
Tanya’s bottom again. He did seem 
to be obsessed by that part of her. 
‘So now we have the rewards and 
penalties, eh Tanya?’ 

Yes. Kneel up on one of the 
canvas chairs and hold onto the 
back. Comrade Krotkin grabbing up 
the skirt of that expensive dress, up 
round her waist. Making 
appreciative sounds, and groping 

















her half bare bottom. Then pushing 
the abbrieviated briefs right into the 
cleft of her bottom so that the twin 
cheeks were quite bare. More grunts 
of approval. Tanya, gripping onto 
the seat, feeling sick with appre- 
hension, fright. That cane... 

She had never been caned. There 
was the cane at school but girls had 
it across the hand and in any case 
Tanya Sergevna Galinova had never 
been either. Always a grade A 
student. Unfortunately it was the 
good students, the best behaved 
ones that Director Krotkin liked. 
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Those who were also pretty and with 
a nice figure of course. Those were 
the ones he requested. 

Crack!...'Aaooowwww! ' 

Tanya’s desperate yelp splitting 
the silence of the tranquil garden. 

She had thought, or hoped, that it 
might not be hard, more of a joke 
because it could only be a joke that 
you got caned for losing a game of 
croquet. But it was no joke, not that 
stinging, vicious cut across the full 
out-thrust curve of her bottom. It 
was like a swarm of bees all going in 
at once. 





The second was as bad as the 
first; worse because it was on top of 
that already knifing pain. Tanya’s 
taut bottom writhing, clenching. 
Oleg Krotkin observing with rapt- 
eyed gloating pleasure. 


As Regional Director of course he 
could bring students here and no one 
was going to question it. Checking 
up on the better students, an honour 
for them in fact, and at the same 
time a little taste of discipline never 
went amiss. 

Only girls naturally. Sixteen, 











seventeen, eighteen. The good- 
looking good performers, the ones 
who therefore would have 
experienced it before. Virgin flesh, 
one could say. Virgin to the cane at 
least. 

Crack!... ‘Aaaooooglllbbb... ' 

The cry this time not so sharp 
and clear because pretty Tanya 
Sergevna was now crying. Sobbing. 
It was a sound Oleg Krotkin loved to 
hear and he would probably have 
continued with the cane until he did 
hear it. Much more than the sharp 
squeals it was evidence that the 
pretty young comrade was suffering, 
and a little genuine suffering and 
pain was an excellent thing in any 
young life. He gave her three more, 
must to make quite sure of the 
suffering. 

Then putting down the cane. His 
hand running lightly over his handi- 
work, the red-striped bottom. Oh 
yes. Marvellous. This was what 
made the spring sap rise. Helping 
the sobbing girl to her feet. His arm 
round the slim waist. Oh yes. There 
was nothing like whipping a young 
comrade to get the blood coursing 
through the veins. 

In the house Director Krotkin 
poured some wine, then sat Tanya 
on his lap. His hand rubbed briskly 
over those delightful bumps at the 
front of her dress. Yes indeed. He 
had certainly been cooped up in his 
office for far too long. ‘How was 
that, Tanya Sergevna? Rousing to 
the young flesh?’ 

Tanya stuttered something. Her 
bottom which she now had to sit on 
was still stinging dreadfully. 

‘What I think you need before we 
eat is perhaps a nice warm bath, eh? 
to soothe the _ tender flesh.’ 
Comrade Krotkin pushed her to her 
feet. ‘Take off the dress. Also the 
knickers.’ 

Yes, a little more pleasure for an 
over-worked official. Important state 
functionaries needed some 
relaxation, so that they could operate 
efficiently. Tanya fumbled with her 
dress. Olga’s words kept coming 
back into her head but she forced 
them away: Co-operative and 
willing, her mother had said, so that 
Director Krotkin would see she got 
that university place. She would 
mention it — when the moment 
seemed right. Her dress off she 
stood before him, making her hands 
stay down at her sides and not cover 
the firm, high breasts. 

‘And the knickers, my pretty.’ 

Tanya slid down the skimpy silk 
pants. Yes she would say something 
to the Comrade Director. When the 
time was right. That was not now, 
dale leeds Pee: hm Grey enbu-Keloms \@une).ebemmelelitere 
her forward and down, face-down, 
over his lap. His hand at the still sore 
bottom. Stroking. 
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THE BOX 





For the umpteenth time, Janet opened the right hand 
drawer of the dressing table, took out the velvet-covered 
box which lay there and lifted its lid. The mass of rings, 
brooches and necklaces, many .studded with jewels 
glittered up at her. 

Jewellery had always had a special fascination for her. 
She picked up a pile and let it fall tinkling back. They 
wouldn’t miss one of those rings, she told herself yet 
again. Maybe, even, not two. I’ll take my pick on the last 
day, she thought, heart pounding a little faster with 
mingled excitement and fear. It would make up for a dead 
boring week. Domestic Science was definitely another 
scene, she had decided. 

All the girls on the last term in the Sixth at Queens- 
borough had, in turn, to spend a week at Thetwood House, 
working under the supervision of the Housekeeper there, 
Mrs Dalton. They cleaned and polished, they made beds, 
they washed, ironed and cooked. Yes...Janet had loathed 


it. Her mind was set on a career in Art Design; those with - 


less talent could do the chores of this world. 

What had made matters worse during the week was, 
much to Janet’s surprise, to find that, apart from Mrs 
Dalton, the owner, a Mr Bramwell, was in residence. He 
was a middle-aged buffer with bulging blue eyes and 
quivering jowels...and Janet had had to endure the 
indignity of actually waiting upon him at the table. Just 
like some common serving girl! 

BS lamice-ll or-bamevanaet-melbboalelslitec Mam \,ba-m DY-Vicejemet-lem-jrele-re 
firmly, when Janet had protested. ‘No harm for:some of 
you little madams to see how the other half have to live.’ 

Apart from that — and worse — there were times, 
when Janet was engaged on some menial task or another, 
she would be suddenly conscious that Mr Bramwell was in 
the room...and watching her. How long had he been 
there? He always moved so quietly. It was most creepy. 
Absurdly, she would find herself flushing as, with a little 
nod and a half smile he would sidle off again. 

Then, again, there was another thing. At Thetwood 
House, she didn’t wear her school outfit (which was quite 
some relief, actually!) but was issued with a kind of 
‘maid’s uniform’. It was simple enough. A plain blue and 
white striped dress with a small white apron. Instead of 
tights, Mrs Dalton had given her suspender belt and 
stockings and Janet had been rather excited as they made 
her feel very grown up. A pair of high heeled shoes added 
to this feeling. The only thing was, the skirt of the dress 
was very short; hardly more than mini-length. She 
mentioned this to Mrs Dalton. 

‘Got none any longer, Janet,’ had come the brusque 
reply. ‘You’re a tall girl.’ 

That was true, but one would have imagined they 
would have made provision for her size. Being dressed like 
that made Mr Bramwell’s sudden, unexpected appear- 
ances all the more disturbing. Not tosay, embarrassing. A 
typical ‘dirty old man’ was how she came to classify him. 


OG coe-vec-tlem Mer-lelere) mesh -murolem-leltidevielemolttar-Moy-lel a-4 eleva 


for your Headmistress,’ Mrs Dalton was saying. 


Janet couldn’t have cared less — and almost said so. 
Her trunk was packed and there were two chunky diamond 
rings in her handbag. The dreary week was over at last. 
I’m sorry,’ she said, as contritely as she could. The stony- 


faced woman gave her a sharp glance, signed her report 


and placed it in an envelope. ‘Mr Bramwell will wish to 
see you before you go,’ Mrs Dalton.said. 

‘Why?’ | 

Another sharp glance. ‘It’s customary. Just follow 
me. 

Janet followed, suppressing her annoyance. Perhaps 
he wants to give me a present, she thought with an inner 
giggle. For looking at my legs =-or.whatever — so often. 
He doesn’t know I’ve already got my présent! 

Mr Bramwell’s study was 


He was at his desk, plump cheeks looking even pinker 
than usual. ‘All packed and ready to go, I expect, Janet?’ 
he said. 

‘Yes, Mr Bramwell.’ 

‘Enjoyed it here I hope?’ 

She didn’t want to appear rude. ‘It’s a very nice house, 
Mr Bramwell.’ 

“But you don’t like cleaning it, eh?’ He seemed in a 
most jovial mood. Then he turned to his housekeeper. 
‘Checked the box, Mrs Dalton?’ 

There was quite a pause before the woman answered 
and Janet felt her skin begin to prickle. ‘I have, sir.’ 

‘And?’ Bushy brows raised; eyes expectant. 

‘Two valuable rings missing, sir.’ 

‘Aahhh...’ It came out like a sigh. A contented sigh. 
Janet felt her stomach turning to water and her knees 
going weak. Her face and her scalp felt alternately hot and 
then freezing. They had set a trap for her! Deftly, Mrs 
IDE-Vivoyews a-1e0le\t(-Xolm dal-ms et-teleloy-lom-) e-Mut7-K-¥m ale) (ebb alemmme)ol-sal-ce mnt 


and tossed two rings down on the desk. With a moan,« 


Janet covered her face with her hands. 

‘Nothing more than a common thief,’ said the House 
keeper derisively. ‘And she with all that grand education.’ 

‘Most. disappointing,’ said Mr Bramwell. ‘Most...’ 
However, he could scarcely have looked more happily 
satisfied. 

‘Shall I telephone for the Police, sir?’ 

‘No...o00! Don’t do that!’ Janet almost screamed it out 
as she removed her hands from her face. 


‘I don’t see that we have much alternative, young, 


lady,’ said Mr Bramwell. Do you?’ = 
Janet lay bent across Bramwell’s desk, her school gym: 


slip having been removed. She was sobbing quietly, filled 


with sick horror. This was the alternative all parties had — 
after a great deal of discussion, protests and girlish tan 


trums — agreed upon. Janet was to be caned...and 


Bramwell, the owner of the rings, was to do the caning. 


large and ornately 
furnished. Janet had had to dust around it often enough. 


* 


Nothing — but nothing — could have been more 
hideously shaming. 

‘I see,’ Janet heard him say,.‘that Janet does not only 
steal my rings but domestic items as well.’ 

‘You mean the underwear,’ replied Mrs Dalton. ‘Yes, 
I’ve only just realised that.’ 

It was true. Janet had come to like the suspender belt. 


Still, she said to herself, only another day to go now. 
As she tipped the jewellery back into the box, she thought 
she heard a floorboard creak. Heart seeming to leap to her 
throat, she slammed down the lid, closed the drawer 
quickly and scurried across the bedroom. But the door did 
not open and no further sound came. She must have 
imagined it. The pounding of her heart eased. Simply a 


guilty conscience, she told herself. Not that she had done 
anything. 


and stockings so much — and the pretty little knickers 
which went with them — that she had decided to keep 


Not yet. them. So much more adult than the serge knickers and 
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white socks she had to wear at school. 

Bramwell looked appreciatively down. The girl had 
Coheed AV Coy alo maattodatcw-lalem-tem->.cer-t-robbaled \Umt-30 es ce) aeel-cemoloaceseek 
She was only the third one to fall into his little trap that 
term. But she was the best. He fingered the cane he held 
with relish. I’m really going to make her regret it, he told 
himself. ) 

‘Very well, Janet,’ he said, ‘we will now proceed. A 
dozen strokes was agreed, I believe. Kindly lower those 
knickers before I give them to you.’ 

‘What?’ Janet was up off the desk, a look of shocked 
disbelief on her features. ‘I’ll do no such thing...you...you 
dirty old man!’ There, she had said it at last, to his face. 

The blue eyes bulged even more prominently. ‘Oh 
dear, oh dear...so we’re back to where we started. Mrs 
Dalton...if you would be so good,’ Bramwell nodded 
towards the telephone. 

‘No...noooooo....not them!’ Janet was in a state of 
desperation, confronted, it seemed by two impossible 
alternatives. As if in a nightmare, she watched the house- 
keeper slowly lifting the receiver. 

Again, Janet lay bent across Bramwell’s desk. But now 
her pretty knickers were down about her knees and she 
was sobbing even more loudly. It was the alternative 
which, yet once more, which has been finally agreed upon 
by all parties. 

Bramwell gazed upon the softly-rounded curves with 
infinite pleasure; Mrs Dalton’s lips were set in a thin cruel 
line. There was nothing she liked better than watching one 
of these little madams getting what they deserved. It was 
just a pity that she, even just occasionally, wasn’t allowed 
to give it to them. 

‘Twelve then,’ said Bramwell, measuring the flinching 
quivering flesh. Then the cane rose high and came 
blurring down, cracking across the bottom softness at its 
centre, instantly raising a vivid twin-tracked weal. 

Uttering a series of gasping shrieks, Janet rolled clean 
off the end of the desk, kicking and squirming on the 
carpet, hands clasping to a fiery streak of torment. 
Bramwell nodded approvingly as he looked down. She had 
certainly felt that, he said to himself. And it could not have 
been a pleasing prospect, at that moment, to know there 
were eleven more like it to come! 

He allowed the girl a full half minute to recover some 
measure of composure before telling her to get back over 
his desk. Easy to say...but so, so difficult for Janet to do. 
She had never felt a cane before and, though realising it 
would be horribly painful, had never imagined it could be 
as horribly painful as that. 

‘Please...p-please...not so hard...it...it’s so a-awful!’ 
she begged tearfully. 

‘Better than spending six months in jail,’ said Mrs 
Dalton. ‘Those rings are worth thousands.’ 

‘And then there’s the disgrace,’ said Bramwell sorrow- 
fully. It was delightful to watch that so-reluctant bare 
bottom being presented again, the soft buttocks clenching 
with dread. Mmmm...yes...that was quite some weal. He 
nal-reh}bba-Xe ma at-Mesba M-ler-tbem-leleme) ale meee) acm del-ma(-t-Jemrleveme) ater 
nekeya-mndat-meiba MLU-lelmre(olveMMRtI-d |e) bale mmer-l-)o)talem-lalemcyelebbasebtare 
in torment. , 

Mrs Dalton’s head gave a nod of approval. Old 
Bramwell was certainly going flat out that afternoon. A 
good thing too. A really sound hiding would do this saucy 
little minx a power of good. 


Things got worse rather than better. Which was hardly ° 


surprising. It took ten minutes to lay on the first six 
strokes and, by then, Janet was half hysterical. Bramwell 
more or less forced her to tape down a stiff brandy and 
Mrs Dalton waved a bottle of sal volatile under her nose. 
There was some improvement, but scarcely enough. 

As happened so often on these occasions, the assis- 
tance of Mrs Dalton had to be called in... 

Thus it was, for the last six strokes, Janet was unable 
to twist off the desk, nor could she attempt to protect her- 
self in any way. However, her hindquarters were able to 
perform the most frantic gyrations as Bramwell, 
Chatetebaat-retlemmt-blemeyame)el-macll ele) lelele(-om-jaae).<-e-ban-) eral ete) aet—s a 

Janet spent the rest of the weekend at Thetwood 
es Kolets{—oan bam o-Xe mm Bat atem-VbeeCes-jmnol-sacet-lel-selditme)emel-san-jco)eet-loek 
NY Sam DY-Vinoyem et-lour-}e)e)bl-rem-Wle)meyarcrololaevtelom-)-atemeytolecs(-elmolent 
the pain was still atrocious. | 

Fits of bitter weeping shook her from time to time. 
Worst of all was the knowledge that she had, in fact, 
deserved what she had got. What she had stolen had been 
very valuable. She would certainly have gone to prison. 

At least she had avoided that... 

Sleumeemuat-Mbelera-teble)(-mel-tleme) mie 

Lying there, Janet now recalled that, from time to 
time, one or two Sixth Formers had returned from 
Thetwood looking pale and distressed. But had remained 
silent under questioning. 

Now she knew why! 
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laire remembered the last time 
she had come down those stairs. She 
had been nervous then. Very 
nervous. But it had been a nervous- 
ness of excitement. Now it was a 
nervousness of fear. Fear of the 
unknown. Almost terror. Her heart 
pounded wildly; her throat was dry. 

Why had he insisted she come 
down to the cellar? 

It was, as she well knew, a stupid 
question to ask herself. That was 
where it had all happened; that was 
where he intended to do...to do 
what? well, to do whatever he had in 
mind. It was that unknown intention 
which made it all so terrifying for 
Claire. 

She opened the yellow door and 
stood on the top. step. Stood 
uncertainly. He would already be 
down there, she realised. Was he 
listening for her footsteps. Was he 
eagerly awaiting her arrival? It was a 
horrible thought. Cautiously, and 
softly as she could, she moved down 
the bare wooden staircase. Half- 
way... 

Then an increased terror gripped 
and she mounted back up the stairs. 
Better to face the consequences than 
him! Surely better. 

Or was it? 

Once more, doubt assailed her. 
She hesitated, holding the door. 
Wondering. It was like being lost 
and coming to a fork in the road. 
Which fork should one take? Either 
could get one further lost. One 
simply had to make a decision. Take 
a chance. 

Feeling her stomach quaking, 
Claire started to descend the stairs 
once more. Softly again. That was 
ridiculous really. If he were there, so 
there he was. What difference did 
it make whether he heard her 
coming or not? Strangely, perhaps, 
Claire thought it might. It might give 
him...yes...i1t might give him 
pleasure. So she continued to step 
softly on the bare wood. 

Soon she would know how it was 
all to be resolved. And every instinct 
told her, it was something she would 
find quite loathsome. Still, she’d 
brought it all on herself. Had she 
been unlucky or simply wooden- 
headed? Either way, she was 
approaching the crunch moment. 
Like some person who is drowning is 
supposed to re-live his whole life in a 
few seconds, so Claire re-lived the 
whole ridiculous escapade in the last 
few steps she took down those stairs. 

She had reckoned nobody...but 
nobody...would be there at the 
College on a_ Bank Holiday 
weekend. It was a College of 
Domestic Science and Catering, 


located in a charming country house, 
one in gradual decadent decline. As 
one would expect with such a house, 
it contained a wine cellar. Small but 
select, Claire realised when she 
discovered it one day. She had been 
exploring, having sneaked _ the 
Bursar’s keys off his rack. Claire 
enjoyed doing that sort of thing. 
Then, instantly she had made her 
discovery, she had the marvellous 
idea of arranging a party. A secret 
party...with that exclusive little 
cellar supplying the goodies! Why 
not? It was naughty. Just a student 
prank, really. But no one would ever 
know. If anything, they’d think some 
outsiders had broken in. It would be 
a real rave-up. Something to 
remember. A way of getting their 
own back on the Establishment. 
Yes...she would invite five of her 
best friends...and they’d infiltrate 
themselves into the cellar on the 
Saturday. No one would hear them, 
once they were there. Not old Harry 
Harper, for sure; he’d have been 
snoring his head off down at the 
Lodge. Either that or out getting 
pissed himself. 

Claire had felt very professional 
when she took an impression of the 
cellar key and got a duplicate made. 

Everybody had thought it a super 
idea. A real hoot. It was like being 
twelve again and going scrumping in 
a group. Only better. They all got in 
without any trouble. The Lodge, they 
noticed was shrouded in darkness. 
Down in the cellar, they found there 
wasn’t only wine but spirits, too. 
What a bit of luck! They opened a 
hamper, took out the glasses, and 
soon the party was going with a 
Swing. 

Old Harry Harper, as it turned 
out, was neither as old nor as stupid 
as he looked. After about half an 
hour, midst shrieks of dismay, they 
heard his heavy footsteps 
descending the cellar steps. 

He’d threatened to report all of 
them. But Claire bravely (but 
stupidly, now, she wondered?) had 
persuaded him that she must carry 
the can. All her idea; no one else’s 
fault. He’d looked at her for quite a 
while with those rather shifty eyes of 
his. Hadn’t there been a kind of 
greedy look in them? 

‘Alright,’ he’d said at last, ‘I'll 
see you down here at seven o'clock 
sharp. Tomorrow. No one’s to say a 
word, mind. Or you'll all be in for it. 
Now be off, the lot of you!’ 

They’d gone, with tails very 
much between legs. Claire with the 
droopiest tail of all. 


Claire cried out as she took the 
last step and entered the cellar. 
She’d half suspected it, but it was 
still a horrible shock. There he stood, 
solemn-faced, in shirt sleeves and 
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slacks — with a cane in his hand. 

‘Criminal returns to the scene of 
the crime, eh?’ he said with a half 
leer. 

Claire nearly ran, there and then. 
‘Wh-what are you going t-to do?’ she 
quavered. 

‘| thought you girls were 
supposed to be bright. Isn't it 
obvious?’ The cane swished back 
and forth. 

‘No...you. w-wouldn’t...” she 
began. But she knew he would. 
Could she go through with it? Then, 


she suddenly knew, she must. The 
alternative was the push from the 
College...a whole year’s work 
wasted...no job prospects. Possibly 
even prison. She didn’t have much 
choice and, worst of all, she could 
see he knew it. They’d all always 
despised old Harry, but he’d been 
smart enough on this occasion. 
Horrible old perv.! 

He smiled knowingly. ‘Don’t be a 
silly, girl,” he said. ‘You got caught; 
now you've got to _ face’ the 


consequences. Let’s have that skirt 


off for a start.’ 

‘You don’t mean...’ she began. 
But, of course, she knew he did 
mean it. He really was a perv. And 
She, the idiot, had given him the 
opportunity of a lifetime! Claire 
realised it was useless to argue. He 
stood stony-featured. Either she did 
it — or left. She began to unfasten 
her skirt. As she did so, she began to 
curse herself being such a fool. 
Though her outer garments were 
plain enough, underneath were the 
normal rather sexy items she wore. 





White suspender belt and white 
stockings, brief, saucy knickers. She 
would have put on something very 
drab if she had known. But she had 
known. Half-known, anyway. Now 
this old bastard would get a special 
treat. The skirt fell and she saw his 
eyes greedier than ever upon her. 
She tried not to think too much about 
it. 

‘Now we'll have those pretty 
little knickers down...’ He was 
literally licking his lips. 

‘No...ooo0! Oh...that’s too 
much...what d-difference...’ 

‘I said, we'll have those knickers 
down!” Shifty eyes flashed; he 
wasn't going to be denied now. 
Feeling a little sick, Claire knew she 
was defeated. Could she really go 
that far? It was disgusting. So 
shaming. There was an alternative, 
of course. Feeling fury surge within 
her, she pushed down the briefs and 
stared at Harry Harper defiantly. ‘I 
should have the law on you!’ she half 
snarled. ‘This is indecent assault.’ 

He laughed derisively. ‘My, 
my...’ he said. “You're a one to talk 
about the law!’ Harry tapped a long 
wooden bench which ran alongside 
one of the wine-racks. ‘We'll have 
you up on this. Kneeling.’ 

Fear began to ebb into Claire’s 
stomach. This wasn’t only going to 
be utterly humiliating, it was also 
going to be exceedingly painful. 
That cane looked long and whippy. 
However, her anger gave _ her 
strength. Increased  will-power. 
She’d show this old perv.! She’d 
show him the younger generation 
could take it. Grinding her teeth, she 
knelt up on the bench. Its hardness 
hurt her kneecaps. There he was 
before her, looking smugly 
triumphant. ‘Hope you enjoyed your 
evening, Missie,’ he gloated. Then 
he walked round behind her and 
lashed the cane across her thrusting 
bottom. 

‘Yeeeooowww!’ It hurt far more 
than Claire expected and she almost 
fell off the bench. 

‘Abh...that won’t do,’ said 
Harry. ‘Don’t want you falling and 
hurting yourself, do we?’ He 
grinned. ‘So let’s have you flat down 
on this thing.’ 

Hating him, knowing now how 
painful that cane was, Claire 
stretched out on the bench. She got 
another cruel cut, which had her 
shrieking and kicking. Oh how it 
hurt! And how long was this going to 
go on for? ‘H-how...many are 
you...?’ She began. 

‘Ain’t right either,’ said Harry 
musingly, ignoring her question. 
‘Tell you what, Missie, you put those 
long legs of yours on each side of this 
‘ere bench. Straddle it like.’ 

Oh the beast! She would be even 
more immodestly displayed. Far 





more. Of course, that was what he 
wanted. She felt she could have 
killed him as she placed one leg on 
each side of the long bench. He was 
a wicked monster! 

Hands flat on the bench, Claire 
tensed, waiting for the pain. She felt 
her nates twitching; they no longer 
seemed under her control. There 
was a Short, sharp whistling sound... 
then another streak of fire blazed 
across her curving flesh. Oh the pain 
of it! She couldn’t stand much more. 

‘Ohh...ahh...p-please...I’m a 
w-woman...how can you...’ 

‘I can see you’re a woman.’ 
answered Harry lustfully. Oh the 
swine...the swine! One _ day, 
somehow, she’d get her own back! 
‘Get your arse higher, Missie.’ 

She had to! She had to! Oh the 
shame and horror of it! Summoning 
all her will-power (now fast slipping 
away) Claire pushed up her hind- 
quarters, feeling them half twisting 
away in dread. His hand pressed on 
her back. ‘Get it straight,’ he said. 
She had to! She had to! 

Swwweeee...ccrrraaaccckkkkk! 

Excrutiating! She gasped, crying 
out, head thrown back. How much 
more could she take? Would she 
have to take? Then she remembered 
what she’d told herself about the 
younger generation. Her head went 
down again and she twisted her 
hindquarters straight. ‘Higher’ he 
ordered. She almost gave in at that 
moment. Then, biting her lips 
furiously, she thrust up. 

Sswweeee....cccrrraaaaccckkkk! 

Oh pain...pain! Oh how could she 
stand it! Flesh and blood could 
endure only so much. She twisted 
round her head, seeing him standing 
there, lust in his horrible eyes, the 
cane swinging in his hand. *H-how... 
m-many more?’ she half sobbed. 

He shrugged almost casually. 
“Three “more, he said: “Three; at 
least. After that, depends on you, 
Missie...’ 

A chill wind seemed to go right 
through Claire’s body. What did he 
mean by that? No...no...she 
wouldn't let him do that! Never, 
never! She'd rather die first. He 
must know that. Another searing cut 
sent her mind skeetering away from 
the hideous idea. It had no room for 
anything else but pain. Pure pain. 

‘U-ugh...urrff...oh...no...more... 
for God's sake...no more!’ She hated 
herself for pleading with this 
horrible old man...but simply 
couldn't help it. 

‘Arse up...up high, Missie...’ 
was all he said. Claire’s fury blazed 
again and, with it, some will 
returned. She thrust up her bottom. 
Oniy two more, she told herself. 

Ssswwweee....cccrrraaaccckkk! 
The first one came...and it made her 
squirm right down to the side of the 
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bench, then back again. Oh how he 
must be enjoying himself! She was 
reacting just as he must have 
wished. But what else could she do? 
Her body was in control; not her 
mind. Only one more. Only one 
more. Her nerves screamed in antic- 
ipation. 

Then it came. Harder than all the 
rest. Agony...agony!... Shrieking, 
Claire writhed right off the bench 
and lay sobbing on the floor. He had 
broken her. The beast had broken 
her. She knew she was sobbing on 
account of that as much as the pain 
which seared deep into her bottom- 
flesh. Encircling her, were six 
separate streaks of fiery torment. 
Throbbing and throbbing. She went 
on sobbing. It had, she realised, 
been far worse than even she had 
expected. 

‘Didn’t think you’d take .too 
kindly to it, Missie,” came old 
Harry’s jeering voice.’ 

‘Oh you...you filthy swine... 
h-how can you treat a w-woman like 
th-this...’ 

‘Watch your tongue, Missie! | 
still got the cane in me hand. | ain’t 
filthy...and I ain’t a swine!’ 

Claire froze. She knew she was in 
no position to be aggressive. Yet 
every fibre of her cried out to her 
that she should leap up and claw him 
with her nails. But she didn’t. She 
crouched there, still sobbing. “Y-you 
won't get away with this,’ she 
ventured weakly. 

‘Reckon I will,’ replied Harry 
Harper confidently. ‘Mark you, 
tain’t over yet, Missie.’ 

Claire froze again... 

He couldn’t be going to cane her 


again, surely? She wouldn’t be able 


to endure it. The pain from the weals 
already ridging over her bottom was 
quite atrocious. Enough was 
enough. Maybe, she thought, he is 
going to assault me. Rape me, even! 
He’d never make it! She knew all 
about self defence...and he was a 
paunchy old man. That knowledge 
gave her some confidence. All the 
same, he had power over her still. 
She knew it; he knew it. And, 
thought Claire, this pervert was sure 
to take full advantage of it. 

What had he in mind, though? 

‘Like some more, Missie?’ He 
was grinning, looking down at her as 
she knelt on the stone floor of the 
cellar. She wiped away some tears 
and tried to look defiant. ‘I could 
give them to you, you know.’ 

‘You...you’re quite...awful!’ 

‘Maybe...but you're not lily- 
white, are you? Anyway, we came to 
an agreement. You take what | 
dishes out, then you gets off. Fair, 
ain't it?’ 

‘B-but...but you’ve c-caned me! 
What more do you w-want?’ Claire 
was nervously tense. yes...what 


more did he want? 

Maybe I wants to cane you some 
more...and maybe I don’t, we’ll just 
have to see.’ 

‘No...o00! That’s  b-barbaric! 
How much d-do you think I can 
stand?’ 

‘Don’t know...’ He was 
seemingly indifferent. ‘Might be fun 
finding out, though.’ He grinned 
lecherously. ‘Nice arse you _ got, 
Missie. Wriggles well when it feels a 
cane.’ 

Claire found herself flushing with 
mingled shame and rage. How long 
was this monster going to go on 
tormenting her? She was fast 
beginning to wish she had not 
volunteered to ‘carry the can.’ Could: 
her friends ever possibly imagine 
what she was being put through? 
Really, it was quite intolerable! ‘I... 
I’ve h-had enough of...of this...’ said 
Claire as bravely as she _ could, 
getting unsteadily to her feet. 

The cane menaced her and she 
recoiled. ‘Maybe you has. Tain’t the 
point though. I’m in charge.’ Harry 
nodded. ‘In charge,’ he repeated 
softly. This temporary power he had 
managed to achieve was obviously a 
very heady mixture. ‘Still, if youse a 
sensible girl, you might get off...’ 

‘W-what do you mean?’ Claire 
was desperately...and nervously... 
anxious to know what he was driving 
at. 

‘Just do as I says,’ Harry 
answered, ‘and you'll feel no more 
cane.’ 

‘B-but...what...what do you 
w-want?’ Terror was creeping up her 
spine. Icily. If he took a_ step 
forward, Claire thought she’d put 
her defence training into action. 

‘Nothing much.’ He _leered. 
‘Don’t wear a bra., do you, 
Missie...’ 

Claire often didn’t. No need to. 
But she flushed hotly at this intimate 
question. Especially as it came from 
old Harry. *What’s it...it got to do 
with you?’ she spat out. 

‘Nothing I suppose. But I’d like 
to take a look at those tits of yours. 
Seen most else, so might as well see 
24 ee 

‘O-ohh...oh...you’re 
b-beee...east!’ 

‘Told you to watch your tongue, 
didn’t I, Missie?’ The cane swished 
horribly close to her and Claire 
recoiled. She must get a grip on 
herself. That would be the only way 
to survive this ghastly situation. 
‘You little bitches think you can get 


filthy... 


‘away with anything! Now you, for 


one, is learning different.’ 

‘Tt...1t wasn’t all that wrong... 
just...just a lark...’ 

‘A lark!’ Harry laughed sardon- 
ically. ‘Stealing and roistering on 
other people’s property? A lark!’ He 
leant forward. ‘Do you know, Missie, 
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some of that wine’s twenty or more 
years old. Worth a small fortune.’ 

‘I...1 didn’t realise,” answered 
Claire lamely. ‘It was only in fun...’ 

Harry sneered. ‘You youngsters 
is all the same. No sense of 
proportion. No sense of duty or 
respect. Pity more of you don’t get a 
cane across your backsides! Then 
the world would be a better place!’ 

Claire’s mind and being recoiled 
against this old man’s fuddy-duddy 
words. What did he know about life 
today? Nothing. He was living in a 
distant past. Gone for ever. That was 
probably why he was the kind of 
perv he was. She suddenly felt more 
confident. After all, the future was 
here. 

‘I’m sorry for you,’ she said quite 
calmly. And she saw, in those shifty 
eyes, that her words made him quite 
angry. 

‘Let’s have a look at those tits 
then,’ he said, swishing the cane. 
‘Or I'll give you another striping. 
And enjoy doing it!’ 

I bet you would, said Claire to 
herself. And what did it matter if he 
saw her tits? Poor, pathetic slob. 
Probably hadn’t seen a pair like hers 
for years and years. She gripped the 
hem of her pink blouse and yanked it 
up. She felt her breasts thrust 
nakedly free. She was, indeed, quite 
proud of their firm fulsomeness. 
That was why she rarely wore a bra. 
‘There you are,’ she said defiantly, 
‘take a good gander, you old sod!’ 

Again those shifty eyes flashed 
with temper. And there was 
frustration there, too. I mustn’t push 
him too far, she thought. ‘I told you, 
before now, to watch your tongue. 
You’re just asking for another good 
hiding.’ That cane was so near, so 
menacing. Claire felt a shaft of fear. 
She must not ever goad him however 
she felt. 

And she felt awful, standing 
there virtually naked. Sticking out 
her tits for this pervert’s pleasure. If 
I can despise him enough, she 
thought, I can survive. He came 
round in front of her, cane tip 
prodding towards her. 

‘Got a few questions,’ said 
Harry. He grinned. ‘Must say, 
they're very nice tits.’ 

Claire felt herself colouring. 
Proud of her figure as she might be, 
old Harry was the last person she 
wanted compliments from. She tried 
to compose herself; strove to fight 
down her natural instincts. Those 
were to spit upon this man...to claw 
at him. Yet she must keep herself on 
a rein. It wouldn’t last for ever. 
‘W-what..what do you w-want to ask 
me?’ she enquired as calmly as she 
could. 

The mouth was __lopsidedly 
lecherous. ‘Getting plenty, are you?’ 

Claire coloured more deeply. ‘I... 


SO 


| don’t understand...’ she 
stammered. 

‘Don’t understand!’ Old Harry 
laughed. ‘How old are you, Missie?’ 

‘Twenty one...nearly twenty 
two...’ 

‘And you don’t know that 
expression?’ 

Claire gritted her teeth. ‘Well... 
maybe I do,’ she replied. 

‘Well...what’s the answer?’ He 
was beginning to sweat a little, she 
saw. With any luck, she thought, 
under this excitement, he might 
even have a heart attack! He must 
have been dreaming about a 
situation like this for yonks. Now it 
was here! She saw the purpling 
jowels quiver. Oh how horrible he 
was! Revulsion spurred her on. 

‘Yes! I’m getting plenty!’ she 
almost shrieked. Oh how hateful it 
was! Yet she was a virtual captive; 
bound by her own stupidities. 

‘No need to shout,’ said Old 
Harry, a shade crossly. He grinned 
yet again. ‘Not really surprised. 
With tits like that. Not to mention 
your arse. Yes...that’s a very good 
arse you ve got. Missie.’ 

Claire almost sprang at him. She 
was trembling with rage and the 
effort to restrain her perfectly 
natural instincts. Oh dear lord, how 
long was this going on? And was he 
going to start mauling her? If he did, 
she said to herself, I'll surely kick 
him in the crutch, come what may. 
She just couldn’t stand those hands 
on her. Uuuuurrrr! Yes, she 
definitely would knee him. On the 
other hand, she had to remind 
herself, he hadn’t laid a hand on her 
yet. Oh yes, just on the small of her 
back, while he was caning her. Not 
exactly an erotic area! Claire took 
her courage in her hands again. 
Foolishly, perhaps. But she was 
young, was she not? ‘I bet you don’t 
get much,’ she hissed at him. 

Rage flared in those weak old 
eyes. Oh, she’d really hit the target! 
The mouth worked; fingers gripped 
the cane more tightly. “You'll pay for 
that,’ said Harry. ‘Later.’ 

Claire realised her foolishness; 
yet in exulted in the wound she had 
inflicted. 

Still, she felt a bit scared. ‘I’m 
sorry I said that...’ 

He ignored her apology. ‘Put 
your hands on top of your head, 
Missie...stick those tits out more,’ 
he snapped. How near he was; he 
could have touched her easily. Yet 
didn’t. Perhaps he was scared, too. 
of what might happen if he did. 
Reluctantly, Claire obeyed the order. 
She felt her breasts lifting high and 
proud...and saw her in his watery, 
lusting eyes. How he was enjoying 
humiliating her in this way! Keeping 
her naked but for her suspender belt 
and stockings. She had heard of men 


who liked to degrade women; she’d 
never met one before. Never wanted 
to meet one again. 

‘H-how long...is this going on?’ 
she ventured, almost meekly. Best to 
humour people like him, = she 
thought. ‘Haven’t you done 
enough?’ 

‘Not yet,’ he said shortly. Any 
moment, Claire expected those 
hands to grope. Yet still they didn’t. 
‘Right, my girl, kneel back on the 
bench.’ 

‘Wh-why?’ Terror gripped her... 

‘Because you're going to feel this 
cane again...for insulting me.’ 

‘No,.,0h...ese.more! * Please... 
pleee...e.eease’ She didn’t care any 
more about the shame of begging 
him; she simply didn’t want that 
cane across her bottom again. 

‘Two more good cuts. You've 
earned ‘em:Come on girl, kneel and 
get that bottomup!’ _ 

Groaning, Claire knelt back on 
the bench. Two more. Well, perhaps 
she could stand that. At last it was | 
nearly over. Just two more. She 
thrust up her unwilling bottom as 
best she could, flinching inwardly 
and outwardly. He moved, she 
tensed. But he kept her waiting. It 
was a deliberate cruelty. 

‘No...I don’t get much,’ she 
heard him say, ‘nor will you, at my 
age.’ 

Then the cane lashed agonisedly 
across her...harder than ever before. 
It was like liquid fire. Unendurable! 
Shrieking disbelievingly, she jerked 
up and was about to throw back her 
hands for protection, when a second, 
equally agonising ~- stroke blazed 
across her. Even more unendurable! 

Claire twisted and turned, her 
hindquarters writhing convulsively 
as they absorbed the awful pain. Oh 
how could he...how could he! The 
utter swine! How cowardly to do that 
to a young woman! 

‘Perhaps that will help you keep 
a civil tongue in your head, in 
future,’ he was saying. 

But he didn’t care any more 
about what he _ said; not’ her 
nakedness. There was only a 
desperate wish for the searing pain 
to start to subside. 

‘Keep your knickers down until 
you're back upstairs,’ he said. It was 
just one more little humiliation. But 
Claire wasn’t going to argue. All she 
wanted to do was to get out of that 
awful musty cellar and away from 
old Harry. She had paid a very 
severe price for ‘carrying the can’. 
She’d never be so noble again in 
future! Wincing, walking stiffly, she 
left the cellar and went back up the 
stairs. As she did so, she heard a 
cork pop. 

The Old bastard! Reckons he has 
good reason to celebrate, she 
thought bitterly. 
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AS A WOMAN 


Dear Sir, 

As a woman who enjoys 
reading her Husband’s copy 
of Blushes (and, incidentally, 
Whispers, and  Supple- 
ments), I appreciate that the 
magazines are designed 
basically for male readers. 
There must be other women 
who share their men’s 
reading material and I 
wonder if they felt the same 
as I did when reading the 
questionnarie devised by a 
reader and published in 
Whispers 4. 

We had fun answering 
the questions separately and 
then comparing notes, but I 
had to have two sections to 
my answers, one for teenage 
girls and another for teenage 
boys. 

Come on Blushes, how 
about a little something for 
your lady readers. 

Yours faithfully, 

Jann S. 

P.S. I still have my lists of 

answers if anyone’s 
interested! 


BLACK AND TAN 


Dear Sir, 

I am an avid reader of 
your magazine and _ its 
associated magazines, 
Uniform Girls, The Supple- 
ment and Whispers. 

Thank you _ for’ the 
continuing quality of your 
magazines. Your stories are 
excellent, your sequences 
are very good and your 
pictures are superb. 

Ihave bought every issue 
of your magazines which 


have featured girls in nylon 


stockings. I can’t wait for 
your next one all the time. 

But please can we have 
more and more of your 
models wearing stockings 
and suspenders — black or 
tan nylon stockings of course 
— other colours are not so 
good! 

Please can we see more 
girls getting spanked with 
nothing on except stockings 
suspenders and high heeled 
shoes, as well as all your 
other wonderful poses. 


Feedback. 





Black stockings are best 
but it is also good seeing 
your girls getting tanned 
wearing tan stockings. I love 
the girls in uniforms — 
school (with stockings of 
cours) Salvation Army, Army 
— Air Force and of course 
secretaries etc, etc. Please 
can we have clearer and 
wider open cunt shots, In 
good light please. Please can 
we have more tits showing, 
both at the partially clothed 
and fully naked, (except for 
stockings and suspenders,) 
parts of your’ excellent 
sequences. 

Please can we always 
have an initial full frontal 
shot of your fully clothes 
model being made to lift up 
her skirt high, with knickers 
at knee or ankle level 
showing her lovely pussy, 
thighs, stockings, stocking 
tops, and suspenders, in 
good light. Otherwise keep 
up the good work please with 
all the super bending over 
shots. Only, please don’t cut 


the girl’s legs off the 
pictures. In spanking 
pictures and full frontal 


pictures the legs and shoes 
are nearly as important as 
the cunts and bottoms and 
pussies and tits. 

Thanks, B.J. 


ANYONE OUT THERE? 


Dear Blushes, 

I don’t know if you are 
now in a position to accept 
ideas for your ‘By Request’ 
section from outside Ealing, 
but I write on the off chance. 

My request is rather 
unusual, but if you can do it, 
it will cause little trouble, I 
think. I’ve noticed _ that 
you've recently been 
reprinting a few _ choice 
photo’s from the early 
numbers of the _ original 
‘Roue’. Once upon a time | 
treasured their correspon- 
dence special II, but it had to 
be disposed of in unforseen 
circumstances. There was an 
exceptional double spread in 
that issue consisting of a 
letter from the guardian of a 
young lady named Janet 
detailing her punishment 
history, toether with photo- 
graphs of her in netball kit. 
That was the original of the 


candid pictures of _ real 
punishment victims that 
correspondents have 


hankered for and recently 
been rewarded by a Herts 
reader in ‘Blushes 16’. 

If you could reproduce 
that letter or the pics I would 
be overjoyed as I have tried 
for years to get hold of a back 
number of that magazine. 

Perhaps other readers 
have access to photographs 
of known C.P. victims. 

Yours, J.S. 
Not Ealing 


Editors note: Can’t help J.S., 
but perhaps someone out 
there can. 


WELL, WE ASKED 


Dear Blushes, 

In Whispers 4 you ask for 
Opinions on page 35. Nine 
and ten are the questions 
that appeal to me. 

Humiliation is more than 
a desirable part of the 
discipline of teenage girls or 
in fact any females. 
Humiliation and domination 
go hand in hand. The fear of 
humiliation leads as much to 
domination as the fear of 
punishment and pain. The 
titilation for a male can be as 
great when inspired by his 
domination and humiliation 
of a female as that obtained 
by actually flogging a girl, 
especially if the domination 
reaches the stage where 
every sexual wish or 
command is instantly 
obeyed. 

To make the victim strip 
is essential, though 
suspenders and_ stockings 
and high heels are some- 
times a welcome adornment, 
but naked otherwise. 

The effectiveness of this 
humiliation of a female is 
obvious girls interrogated by 
the Nazis, the KGB, or any 
of the other countries from 
eastern Europe to South 
America are always _ inter- 
viewed naked. 

This state gives an 
immediate advantage to the 
authority. The female is 
humiliated throughly at 
once, and will then when 
threatened with punishment 
of a painful nature in that 
state of humiliation crack 





down and usually promise 
anything, give any inform- 
ation or even agree to co- 
operate in any sexual act to 
avoid pain. If not at once 
then usually after a short 
caning or strapping in a 
further humiliating position, 
e.g. legs spread, bent, or 
restrained by handcuffs, 
rope or chains, or hung by 
the wrists with toes just 
touching the ground. 

Rarely do we encounter a 
female tough enough to with- 
stand humiliation and some 
punishment. They do exist 


but heavy humiliation 
followed by a_ severe 
punishment, whipping, 
branching continual canings, 
‘with sexual humiliation 


brings them all to a state of 
slave like obedience before 
very long. 

All this may make me 
sound cruel, but I am merely 
answering your question and 
do not think that in normal 
cases as I say it would get 
beyond the humiliation and 
mild punishment stage. 

How to bring up a young 
girl? Well one in my power 
would be treated like a 
Queen if she accepted my 
absolute dominance. But I do 
like caning naughty girls, 
and for any offence it 
certainly would be a naked 
spanking or better still a 
caning. A harem of several 
girls would be lovely because 
there would always be one or 
two who were naughty at any 
time. These would be 
humiliated first of course. 
Made to do, the housework 
clad in only a vest or some- 
times in just a pair of 
knickers, or sometimes tied 
up for 2 hours in a 
humiliating position. One 
good one is bent while made 
to pull the bum cheeks apart 
and expose the anus and 
pussy for 10 mins. Then a 
flogging. Hands on head, 
legs apart while naked 
standing, on a chair in my 
office while I interview 
people is another good idea. 

Another great humil- 
iation, something that young 
girls really don’t like is to 
make one flog the other in 
turn while I watch and then 
go at each other in turn 
with a strapped on dildo with 
a final caning to follow. 
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What a great pity you 
can’t possibly show this 
scene in Blushes. 

Question 13 is interesting 
but I am poor on names. The 
girl in ‘The Good Life’ was 
the most smackable arse [ 
know of. Blue Peter’s current 
female has a nice big one and 
floppy tits that would wobble 
nicely if she was up ended 
nude. I’d like to see the two 
top tennis girls taken down a 
peg, a flogging nude on the 
centre court with tennis 
rackets would do. As for the 
rest well the pert arses on 
your Blushes’ girls are as 
good as I’ve ever seen. 
Linda’s was the greatest. 
How do you get them? The 
fee must be enormous or if 
not how do you find such 
extroverts? They must enjoy 
being humiliated. Bless ‘em. 
I love ‘em all. I can’t imagine 


life without Blushes, it’s like 


a ray of sunshine. You are 

doing a public service from 

the editor to the least used 
model. 

Thanks a million. 

B. Young 


Dear Editor, 

Many congratulations, 
what wonderful magazines 
you are producing on the 
subject of corporal punish- 
ments for teenage school- 
girls. 

I am a regular reader of 
all your magazines and I 
think that your’ female 
models are the greatest. 
However, there is only one 
remark that I have to make. 
Regarding your _ picture 
stories of schoolgirls being 
chastised, and that is up 
until now I have only seen 
one photo scene of a naughty 
girl being given a_ hand 
caning from her headmaster 
and I think you’ were 
advertising one of your video 
tapes. | have purchased most 
of your magazines’ so 
possibly you have shown 
such a scene. As I said this is 
the only criticism I can make 
about your otherwise suberb 
magazines. 

As you can see [| live in 
South Wales and some of the 
girls school in Wales still 
inflict corporal punishment 
on their pupils, by warming 
up their hands with a school 
cane, a tawse and in the girls 
junior schools they also 
punish across hands by using 
a ruler. 

Please carry on with the 
picture stories of schoolgirls 
being spanked over the knee, 
plus bottom canings and 
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tawsings, but please now 
and then could you include 
some female models acting 
as schoolgirls being 
chastised across both palms 
of their hands from a cane, 
ruler, tawse and a scottish 
leather strap. 


Please, please, models 
should be attired in their 
school uniforms while 


receiving their handers from 
their headmaster or form 
tutor. 

I would now like to give 
you some suggestions for 
future photographic corporal 
punishment scenes which | 
very much hope you could 
include sometimes in your 
forthcoming magazines. 

Ist suggestion. 

Sixth form girl pupil fully 
clothed in a black mortar 
board and gown being given 
a hand caning from the 
principal or the headmaster. 
The story picture scene 
should show girl being caned 
on both hands say the 
traditional English school six 
of the best, three on each 
hand. After the punishment 
is over the pupil should now 
be blowing and rubbing her 
warmed up hands. 

2nd suggestion. 

Vicar, being headmaster of a 
Catholic Girls school, 


Dear Blushes, 


spanking girl pupil while 


across his knee. 

The vicar should be 

wearing a dog collar and 
what about the pupil wearing 
a St Trinians style gym slip 
uniform complete with a 
school boater or straw hat. 
3rd suggestion. 
Male teacher wearing 
traditional scottish kilt 
spanking naughty schoolgirl 
across his knee. 


4th suggestion. 

Schoolgirl ballerina being 
given handers from _ the 
headmaster. 

5th suggestion. 


Priest giving a novice nun 
handers. A scottish strap is 
used. | 

6th suggestion. 

American girl attending an 
English school, wearing cow 
girl outfit being given 
handers on both of her 
hands. Her cowgirl outfit 
would consist of:- hat, 
blouse, skirt or tight jeans 
and cowgirl boots. 

7th suggestion. 

Male tutor in his pyjamas 
spanking schoolgirl across 
his knee. 

8th suggestion. 
Gypsy _ schoolgirl 
punished. 

9th suggestion. 
Ice skating 


being 


schoolgirl 


Thank you for publishing my letter of 9th December and 
for giving us the enlargement of the ‘gem’ picture from 
Uniform Girls. When enlarged, it is a bigger gem, as | 


hoped. 


Thank you also for giving us a second picture of the pretty 
girl sitting on the loo. That is another gem. Have you any 
more pictures of this delightful girl: perhaps you have had 
them filed away until some reader showed an interest? 

This latest issueof The Supplement is exceptionally good. 
The article ‘Summer Pastime’ provides an outstanding set of 
pictures of a girl getting a sound bare bottom spanking, with 
the finest of all at the bottom of page 27. A bottom worthy of 


a good spanking! 


An appreciative reader, 





wearing skating outfit being 
spanked over the knee. 
10th suggestion. 

American girl 
leader being spanked. 
11th suggestion. 
Tennis star spanking a ball 
girl across his knee. 

Well that’s all I can think 
of for the moment but I have 
just had a thought. It would 
be wonderful if you could 
engage one of the Sun’s page 
three girls for a day and take 
some photo shots of her 
being punished. What about . 
the lovely Samantha Fox. It 
would be great seeing her 
being given some _ cane 
handers. 

Please could you try your 
best and put some of my 


cheer 


Suggestions in your 
magazines. 

Looking forward to 
seeing some girl models 
being given some _ cane 
handers. 

All the best, A.J., 

Mid-Glam, South Wales. 
Dear Sir, 


My husband and I are a 
middle-aged black couple 
and foster parents to a 15 
year-old girl who is an 
orphan. Her name’s Betty 
and she’s well developed for 
her age. 

Now I am a sstickler for 
discipline and often find it 
most necessary to thrash her 
backside, a task which I must 
admit to enjoy very much. 
We have a _—_ specially 
constructed whipping stool 
which has leather wrist and 
ankle cuffs attached to its 
four legs. Whenever I thrash 
her we secure her naked over 
the stool. Iam quite a plump 
woman and strong in the 
arm. However, before | 
commence thrashing her, I in 
order to feel comfortable 
plus freedom of movement I 
undress down to my bra and 
knickers. I use a _ leather 
plaited dog-whip to which 
my husband has attached to 
a short wooden handle which 
I find ideal as it enable me to 
put plenty of force behind 
each stroke. I do believe in 
whipping in true severity. 

I generally give her about 
fifty good hard strokes, each 
one placed differently across 
her backside. Naturally I am 
not in the least deterred by 


i her loud yells. In fact the 


louder she yells the harder | 
whip her backside. I must 
say regular thrashings have 
made Betty most subdued 
and amenable to us. 

M. W. [Mrs] 


ACTUALLY SPANKED 





For initial correspondence from R.M.A., see Blushes 
18 and 19, where he explains the circumstances under 
which these and other photos were taken. In brief ‘Brian’, 


Background 


This is a Monday evening in June, 1985. Having called 
round to fix up the camera, I find Debbie flouncing around 
with a sulky look on her face and Brian secretly enjoying 
her ill-temper and grinning widely every time she’s out of 
ear shot. He says she’s pretty bloody-minded at the 
moment because she’s just had her bum ‘caned’ — having 
no cane, Brian has used a long, narrow, flat piece of lath 
instead — and the good bit is that he is going to ‘cane’ her 
again, pre-bedtime, because she’s making such a song 
and dance about it! 

I fix up the camera and retire, reluctantly, but looking 
forward very much indeed to getting my hands on the roll 
of film. So eager am I that I say I’ll come back later on and 
take the film home for processing that night. 


Picture ‘A’ 

This is frame 7: Debbie, it would seem, is taking either her 
shoes or her tights off. Brian’s casual gesture of the thumb 
says everything, doesn’t it? The all-important Anglepoise 


has, for once, been directed where it is supposed to be 
directed! 


= 


the man, has conspired with R.M.A., the photographer, to 
take pictures of the girl, Debbie, actually being spanked. 
Debbie knows nothing of the hidden camera... 

























Picture ‘B’ 


This is frame eleven. Two 
minutes have elapsed since 
frame seven, and the three 
intervening frames have 
shown a half-hearted tug of 
war with a pair of tights and 
a couple of sulky faces from 
i Debbie. Now she at least has 
a her knickers down! I imagine 
aj ~~ she ts tucking her skirt up 
prior to getting herself over 
the ‘whipping bench’, which 
is plainly a ‘workmate’. Do 
you think Black and Decker 
would be interested? 
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Picture ‘C’ 


This is where I discover that 
trying to get ‘action’ pictures 
of a girl being caned, with an 
automatically timed camera, 
is frustrating in the extreme! 
What you chiefly get is the 
bits in between the actual 
contact of cane and bum, 
where the girl is lying about 
on her tummy and no doubt 
snivelling and wriggling and 
saying interesting things; 
these bits, however, do not 
make for exciting 
photographs. 





















Picture ‘D’ 


One of the two pictures 
where anything exciting is 
happening! I'd love to have 
heard the crack! of that 
stroke across Debbie’s 
bottom, wouldn't you? I 
think it must be a stroke just 
arriving, but I suppose it 
might just as well be one ‘on 
the way back.’ 


Picture ‘E’ 


Another picture of comparative inactivity, except that 
Debbie’s position does indicate the possibility that we 
have caught her in mid-wriggle, don’t you think? 





Picture ‘F’ 


This is the one that makes the whole roll worthwhile. 
Plainly a stroke just about to be delivered, with some 
marked reaction from Debbie too! Has the camera caught 
her just between two closely spaced strokes, or is that just 
Debbie performing her characteristic violent shaking of 
her head when she is disagreeing vehemently with what’s 
being said or what’s going on? I prefer to think that she’s 
yelling ‘No, no, no!’ or some such thing, and that Brian is 
going to whack her anyway! 





Picture ‘G’ 


This is the last frame with any ‘action’ about it — the 
rest is simply out of focus stuff and bits of blank wall. 

What I really like about this picture is Debbie’s 
characteristic ‘little-girlishness’, instantly recognisable if 
you know her, which is so evident in the way she looks 
over her shoulder at her bottom, which must of course, be 
tender in the extreme! If she’s got any fight left in her, I 
know exactly what she’s about to say. “Bloody hell!’, 
which is her favourite expletive and covers any extreme 
eventuality. 
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A foretaste of the next 
‘Actually Spanked’ article, to 
be published in Supplement 
14, 


Picture ‘A’ 


Another spanking for 
Debbie in the upstairs room. 
This time more or less totally 
naked. (All for my benefit, 
I’m sure, since Debbie 
certainly never was punished 
naked earlier on. I think 
Brian enjoyed picturing my 
delight as I developed the 
films and saw Debbie quite 
bare!) 


Picture ‘B’ 


This is the moment where I 
thought all had at last been 
revealed. Debbie stares 
straight at the camera; 
looking down into the 
developing dish I had the 
sudden awful feeling that we 
had been rumbled! 
Incredibly though, Debbie [Ri = 
hadn’tseen the camera! [Rye ee 
Perhaps she was too busy [ieeeeeeers = 

thinking about her bottom to 
notice it, or if she had seen 
the camera, perhaps it 
simply didn’t occur to her 
that it was taking pictures of 
her rather than merely 
sitting on the shelf! 








The intercom buzzed and he 
pressed the button. ‘Mrs Ingram is 


here, Mr Fernley. And Jackie.’ 
h good, Kate. Just give me five 


minutes will you, then send them 
in.’ a 

Five minutes for the girl to sweat 
and the mother to squirm a bit as 
well. He put his papers away and got 
up from his desk. Out of the window 
they were going home — most of 
them at least. The boys and those 
girls who didn’t have an appoint- 
ment with their Headmaster. Three 
this afternoon, Jackie Ingram the 
first. He allowed himself 30 minutes 
with each one, that was usually 
sufficient to do the job properly also 
he could sometimes run over a bit. 
The boys of course didn’t get it, not 
from the Head at least; they were 
sent to the local Welfare Office. But 
a Headmaster dealt personally with 
his girls; oh yes indeed. 

He thoughtfully paced across his 
office a couple of times, then cleared 
one side of his desk. Perhaps it was 
an ignoble thought but this really 
was the best time of the day. No, on 
second thoughts it wasn't an ignoble 
thought, there was nothing ignoble 
about seeing that proper discipline 
was maintained. It was a matter of 
the very first importance. 

The buzzer went again. ‘Yes, 
Kate, show them in please.’ 

Jackie was in the Sixth Form,.a 
pretty girl, soft curling blonde hair 
and nice big blue eyes with an 
appealing look. Also a trim young 
shape under her uniform. He pursed 
his lips. He definitely fancied her 
which was why she was here after 
school for the third time in little over 
two terms. Was that an ignoble 
thought? Just possibly, but 


fortunately she was somewhat care- 








less in her work. And anyway the 
pretty ones needed more disc- 
iplining, there was more temptation 
to be guarded against. That was 
what he told the mothers. Yes. He 
would have had Jackie in even more 
than the three times except that... 
well, a Headmaster had to have self- 
discipline too. 

He smiled at the mother, ‘Hello 
Mrs Ingram. Nice to see you again.’ 
His smile broadened. ‘But perhaps 
you. may not reciprocate that. 
Anyway do have a seat.’ 

‘Mrs Ingram whose name he 
thought was Susan said, ‘It is 
embarrassing to be here again.’ She 
went to sit on the chair at the side. 
An older version of Jackie, in her 
30’s presumably and still slim, in 
skirt and short jacket. Jackie of 
course remained standing as the 
Head closed the door behind them. 
He went to sit at his desk again. She 
had something of the look of a 
frightened rabbit — except that 
rabbits don’t have such big blue 
eyes. Or for that matter such trim 
knees below the pleated blue skirt. 


‘Yes it is unfortunate, Mrs 
Ingram, but Jackie does continue to 
produce what is clearly not her best. 
So I think we must give her another 
sharp reminder.’ 

Mrs Ingram said a quiet ‘Yes Mr 
Fernley.’ There was naturally no 
disputing what he had said. It was 
stated goverment’ policy to 
emphasise discipline in school and 
Heads were strongly enccuraged to 
deal with pupils as and when and 
how they saw fit. With girls, that 
was. Boys were now the subject of 
those special Welfare Offices and 
were simply referred to them if there 
was a problem. But girls were the 
































Head’s province. Oh yes, a very 


sensible government now. After 
those awful years of indiscipline and 
disorder and virtually allowing the 
nation’s youth to run riot. An excel- 
lent government and with very wide- 
spread support. 

So Mrs Ingram was not going to 
demur and nor was anyone else and 
Jackie Ingram was going to meekly 
accept it. ‘Have you anything to say, 
Jackie?’ 

Those appealing eyes blinked 
rapidly, becoming even more 
appealing. Jackie knew and so did 
her mother and Mr Fernley that very 
soon the tears would be flooding out. 
Her fingers plucked nervously at the 
hem of the pale blue blazer. She 
shook her head. ‘No sir.’ 

“You accept that you’re in need of 
another little reminder?’ 

Jackie very probably didn't 
accept it. She might even think that 
Mr Fernley had got her in here for 
the third time in one and a bit terms 
because he enjoyed what he was 
going to do. No doubt there were 
elements in the school who would 
say that and quite possibly someone 
had said it to Jackie. But that did not 
alter the unquestioned fact that Mr 
Fernley could have her in here 
again. And attempting to dispute 
this could all probability make 
matters worse. /fthat was possible. 


She shook her blonde head again, 
and managed another ‘No sir’. 

‘Good,’ George Fernley said 
plummily. ‘That at least is a point in 
your favour, Jackie. I can only hope 
that this afternoon’s session will 
have more effect than the last one.’ 

He got up from his desk. ‘So let 
us proceed, shall we? eves vat blouse, 
skirt.’ 
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He moved to sit on his other 
chair, in front of the window and at 
right angles to the one where Mrs 
Ingram was sitting. He always used 
this chair for the spanking. Plenty of 
elbow room and it gave the mother a 
good clear view of the proceedings. 
Government advice stressed the 
desirability of involving the parent. 
The unhappy looking Jackie started 
unbuttoning her blazer. 

Slipping it off and then, equally 
unhappily, fumbling at the red-and- 
blue striped tie. That came off and 
placed with the blazer on her 
mother’s lap. Then the white blouse; 
the navy pleated skirt. He kept a 
dispassionate look — or hoped he 
did. The slim, trim form now 
revealed; a brief white bra for the 
pert tits, equally brief white knickers 
hugging boyish hips. 

‘Stand up straight, Jackie.’ 
There was always a powerful desire 
to want to cringe, to cover up. 

‘And now slide your knickers 
down.’ 

A moment’s desperate hesitation 
and then she did it. Naturally even 
more of a desperate desire to cring 
and cover up. ‘Stand up straight, 
Jackie.’ 

Keep that dispassionate look. A 
really delightful mound of dark 
blonde hair. ‘Good. Now come here 
please.. Let’s see what you need, 
shall we?’ 

A darting glance at the mother — 
whose face bears an agitated look. 
But this is what 17 year old girls 
need, everyone agrees. Well, 
everyone except perhaps a girl and 
her mother. He drew her gently but 
firmly down. Right over so that the 
heart-stoppingly silky bottom is 
squarely across his trousered thighs. 
One hand at the slim waist, to hold 
her firm, the other, notwithstanding 
the parental eyes, indulging in a 
brief fondle at the dreamy cheeks. 
And then... 

Crack!... Crack!...Crack!... 

Girlish yelps and grunts and 
gasps. Writhing and jerking of the 
sharply struck bottom cheeks. 
Kicking and squirming of the bare 
thighs, the white-knee-socked lower 
legs, the brown-sandalled feet. 

He kept it up for some time, 
covering and recovering every inch 
of bottom and upper backs of thighs. 
Rendering it all a uniform glowing 
red. Hard stinging smacks such that 
by the time he was halfway through 
his hand was feeling distinctly sore. 
By less than halfway through the 
tears were in full spate: gasping sobs 
joining the other sounds of distress. 
Oh yes, young Miss was feeling it all 
right. 

At last he pushed her to her feet. 
‘What do you think, Mrs Ingram? 
Will that do her a bit of good?’ 
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Mrs Ingram naturally looked 
most distressed. Her darling 
daughter, in just bra and knickers at 
half-mast, trembling all over, 
evidently having trouble standing, 
backside red and blotchy, her face 
that and wet with tears as well. 
Biting her lip she forced a ‘Yes Mr 
Fernley.’ 

‘And what do you think, Jackie?’ 

Whatever Jackie thought she was 
not at present able to communicate. 
Not coherently at least. Just a funny 
sort of gasping sound mixed with the 
sobs. 7 

He got to his feet. ‘Hmmm. Well 
now, it is her third visit in quick 
succession. Something else needed 
as well this time. I feel. A little touch 
of the stick.’ 

His cane. He hadn’t used it on 


the other two occasions, contenting 


himself with good, hard spankings. 
Today though, yes, definitely the 
pleasure of the cane as well. 

He flexed it. “Get over the desk, 
Jackie. Bend yourself right over. 
We'll see how you like the stick, 
shall we? Persistently naughty girls 
need that little extra.’ 

Jackie didn’t move towards the 
desk but instead took a step towards 
her mother, big blue tear-filled eyes 
eloquently desperate. An anguished 
cry of ‘Mum!’ But Mrs Ingram, 
though looking equally distressed, 
could not help. She was there simply 
to observe, not to plead for leniency. 
She shook her head. Mr Fernley 
whipped the cane in across the back 
of a thigh. 

‘Get bent over, girl!’ 

Nothing for it of course. Renewed 
howls, of fearful anticipation. The 
cane was clearly going to hurt even 
more than Mr Fernley’s_ hand. 
Probably a lot more. But howl as a 
girl might she was not going to avoid 
it. 

Thwackk.... 

A gasping screech testified to 
what it could do to a girl’s bare 
bottom. As did the frantic clenching 
and churning of the stricken nates. 
Mrs Ingram gasping in unison with 
her daughter, no doubt feeling her- 
self the cane’s impact. 

‘Stay bent over, Miss. Hold onto 
the desk. I’m giving you six.’ 

Six. Ah yes. Six flesh-juddering 
cuts across the well-spanked bottom 
and thighs. Six stripes to show 
bright red against the overall rosy- 
pink glow. Six providers of thrilling, 
tingly pleasure to the cane wielder. 
Ignoble? Surely not if one were 
performing this duty at the behest of 
the state, for the betterment of 
society at large — and indeed for the 
good of the girl. 

Not that the girl was in any state 
to appreciate this. 

The sixth finally delivered. All 


good things come to an end. ‘That’s 
it. Stand up, Jackie. All over. You 
may put your clothes back on.’ 

She seemed to have some 
difficulty making her limbs function. 
Shell-shocked — or more correctly 
cane-shocked. Mrs Ingram on her 
feet now, her face expressing the 
desperate relief that it was at last 
over and she no longer had to sit 
there and watch. Helping her 
sobbing daughter with knickers, 
skirt...and the rest. 

Jackie finally dressed. ‘Good. 
That’s it then, my girl. Just wait out- 
side in Mrs Mortimer’s room for a 
minute, will you? I wish to have a 
short word with your mother.’ 

Closing the door. ‘Yes Mrs 
Ingram. It’s simply...well, the third 
time in little more than a term. I was 
wondering. It might be helpful if I 
were to have her-to myself for .a 
longer period. In the week of course 
one is so busy. But...next weekend 
I’m going down to my cottage in 
Dorset. I rather thought I might take 
Jackie with me...’ 

Mrs Ingram cannot say anything 
else but that this sounds a very good 
idea. And indeed it is extremely 
generous of Mr Fernley to take this 


special interest in her daughter. 
George Fernley was suddenly 


started out of his long and delightful 
reverie by the door of his study 
opening. His wife Muriel bearing a 
cup of coffee. She smiled. ‘Working, 
George? Or snoozing.’ 

‘Oh working of course.’ He 
pointed to a pile of exercise books on 
his desk. ‘It’s all go, isn’t it.’ 

She put down the coffee. ‘How 
were the brats today?’ 

‘Oh about the same. Little 
buggers.’ 

Muriel made a face and went out. 
George took a mouthful of coffee. 
Yes, that Jackie Ingram. What he 
wouldn’t give to really be free to 
slide the knickers down off of that 
Saucy rump. 

He settled back in his chair 


again. Friday afternoon after school, 


setting out in the Maxi on the road to 
Dorset. Muriel of course has had to 
stay behind (a Women’s Institute 
meeting on Saturday?) and naturally 
Mrs Ingram is not coming. No, just 
himself and Jackie. No doubt rather 
scary little thoughts are spinning 
around in that pretty blonde head. 
Reassuringly he puts his hand down 
on a soft warm thigh. 

Two whole marvellous days. Not 
to mention two whole marvellous 
nights. ‘You remembered to pack 
your pyjamas, Jackie?’ 

‘Yes sir.’ 

‘Good. Though of course as it’s 
warm you might not want to wear 
them.’ The reassuring hand 
squeezes. 
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